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KOTO 

ISuBismotanluitDdcal ^aj't'bttt on^r an Attsmpt 
to abam » picttiie of iLe (iays — not ao voj' ^long 
ago— 'in which Disraeli lived, and. some of the nunol, 
social, .and poliiical prejudices he fought ogainat Mid 
conquered. 

" Dianeli " was first produced at the Princess 
Theatre, ■"trTnntw-nl , under the managenuatt of M^f ffns 
Liebler and Co^ on Monday evening, Jaauarj' SS, 
1911, witi the foHowing cast : — 
The Duke of Glaitonbuiy .... Ceablib Cabht 
llie l>ucbeai (rf GUitonbuc^ . . . Ldd^ Repton 
ClariaM, Lady Peveusejr .... EuiB Lxbub 
Gullet, Viscount Deeford .... Coubten&i Foom 
Ado^hui, Viscount CudworUi . . GBOFraar Dououls 

Lady Cudworth Constance yrmtTUM 

Loid Beo(^ iA BrookehiU . . . Gut CutmaioBtM 

Lady Brodke JosEPHDiE BEBt^AB»T 

The Rt. Hod. BeiyaiBin Disradi . Gbobob Asuaa 

Lady Bcaconsfield MAaauBBiTE St. John 

Mrs. NoEl Tiavos MABOAnBT Dale 

Sii Mkjiad Frobert, Bart . . . David TonaAMCE 

Mr. Hugh Meyen J. L. Mackat 

Mr. Lumley Fdjambe Albicandbb Calvebt 

Mr. Tearte, Disraeli's Secretary . . Dudlet Diochs 
Butla at Glastonbury Towers . . Haxbt Ohessiuh 
.Foatmsnat Glaatoubiiry Towers . Rutbistobd JBEbbuah 

BaB(ot.tDivaeli'a Butler Doiiqi.as Robs 

Potter, Disraeli's Gardener ... St. Clais Batiteld 
Flook^ a Rural Poetmaii .... Wiuwd Seaqoau 
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NOTE (ConfiRuoD 

Tbe play was then tnuisferred, by way of Detroit. 
Toledo, and Ck>lumbus, to the Grand Opera House, 
Chicago, where it ran from February 13 to April 29, 
Ifill. 

It was first produced in New York, at Wallack's 
Theatre, cm Monday evening, September 18, 1911, 
with tlie following cast : — 

Hie Duke of GUatonbury .... Chableb Cabet 
The Duchess of Glutonbury . . . Lkoa Eepton' 
Claiiua, Lady Pevenaey .... Eiaie Lbslib 
Charles, VUcount Deeford .... Ian MacIiABBN 
Adolphut, Viacount Cudworth . . J. R. Tobbzns 

Lady Cndworth Fbamces Rbete 

Lord Brooke of Brookehill . . . Ginr Cunninghah 

Lady Brooke Mabib B. Qcinn 

The Rt. Tbm. Benjamin Disraeli . GBoaas Aitusa 

Lady Beaconafield Mabouerite Si. John 

Mrs. NoEl Tn,YU» Maboabet Daiji 

^ Michael Probert, Bart. . . . HEReaaT STANoma 

Mr. Hugh Meyen Oscar Adtk 

Mr. Lumley Foljambe ALmuNSBB Calvkbt 

Mr. Tesrle, Disraeli's Secretary . . Dudlet Dioais 
Butler at Glastonbury Towers . . Habbt CHEasHAN 
Footman at Glastonbury Towers . Buthebxord Herman 
Baacot, Disraeli's Butler .... Dooolab Bosb 
Potter, Disraeli's Gardener ... St. Claib Battield 
Flook^ a Rural Postman . . . . W. Matnb Ltnton 

To alt the Ladies and Gentlemen of both these 
admirable casts, and to the Management, which gave 
me a free hand in producing the play, I herewith offer 
Boy Biucere thanks. L. N. P. 
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THE CHABACTEBS IN I^B PLA.Y 

The Duke of GLiBTONBDsr 
The Dcchesb of GiiASTOKBtmr 

CluUUSBA. LaDT PsvENaET 

Chabi^s, Viacomn Dbxtobd 

AOOLPHUS, VlBCOmfT CUDWOBTH 

Ladt Cudwobth 

IiORD Bbooee of Broc^ehili. 

L&DT Bbookb 

The Ht. Hon. Bbnjuon Disraeli, M.P. 

Ladt Beaconsfibld 

Mrs. Noel Tbavbbs 

Sm Michael Pbobert, Babt. 

Mb. HnoH Metebs 

Mb. LtntLET Fouaube 

Mb. Teable 

BCTLBB AT GlABIONBITBT ToWSBB 
BaBCOT, DiBRABU'e BUTLEB 
PoiTTEB, DrflRABLl's GaBDBNEB 
FlOOEB, a aUllAl. POffEMAN 
A FOOTBIAN 

DiFLOUATs; Enqubh and Fobeign Natal and IBiUtabt 
Officbbs; LoBDaAMDLADiEa; Livebiud SBBTAinsiETc.,£TC' 
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GtcaNB.— ^ (Saitonburyi Tauem 

The odagonaS. room at Glattot^ury Tdwer$. R it a 
amall room Between Ike bredt^aul room on the U^t, and 
one (^, the dramng-roomt on the righL Large foldism 
doors lead' to each. Chables an£ the DusB are teen 
through the doors on the l^t, seated at the breal^ast 
taUe in conversation. The room it richly furnished. 
Aii the bacR flea Ha-ge French vnndbws open, into the 
gardens. TKrmtgh them one end qf a croquet Utvm is 
vitHdiK A gmsM-eamm0at'<^. ^ centre mndovt iii open. 

{The large doors on the right and l^t are doted when 
the autamt nsat,. The baibU qf convertaiuMi in ',lhe 
breaJ4ftel. Mamie- heard. The. doors B, are thrown open- 
and a Footuam, bearing a copy <^ the- "Times" on a. 
saher,^ tmteri^ Be puta^ U oi^a smalt table. At that 
moment the doors left are thrown open hy the BoTLKti 
and entew thti BtcrcBse^ foUaieed bj/i Lai>x CnowoBTH 
and LoitD Ctjdworth; also Lobd Bbooke, uAa re- 
mainfon-l/te l^Jieading< paper]} 

[The DucHXBS it at- work on an elabbmte piece <^ 
embroideTy, a copy oj Landaeer't "Dignity and Impu- 
dence" in vioient wxda. The other characters wander 
listleialy m anil out— tame carrying very smaU croquet 
malletai 

It 
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DISRAELI 

AiK)U>HUS [FoUmmng Lajit Cuswobth and the 
Dqchesb] And are we going to Balmoral this autumn. 
Duchess? 

Duchess \SitUng on oftcmuin) The dear Queen has 
expressed a wish that we should come in October. 

\The FoonuN boat to DncHiss, and exit Itfft door] 

Ladt CnDvoitTH. Oh, Dolly, I shall want a thou- 
sand pounds for gowns. 

AiWLPHUB. A thousand pounds? I 'm sorry I spoke. 

Bbookb [Beading] Oh, I say! Blondin's dancing 
the tight wope at the Cwystal Palath again. 

Ladt Cttdvobth [Laugkiny] Oh, he's sure to break 
his neck. 

Bbooke. Well, be gets a thousand pounds for it 
evewy time. 

Adolphub. Wish I was Blondin. 

DuGESSB. For shame! — Ennyntnide, your back! 

IiABY CuDWOBTH. Yes, mamma. [Stiffem herte^ 
[Elder Ladt Bbooke from &e drawing-room on 
tie right] 

Ladt Bbooke [Coming behind oSonum and kissing 
the Ddcbess] Good morning, mamma. Has every- 
body finished breakfast? 

DiTGHESB. / have. Your tatiier is still eating — 

Lady Bbooke. Here he comes, mamma, with 
Deeford, 
DccBEBS. Talking. It had to be one or the other. 
(Lobd Debfobd and the Duke enter from the 
brea/^att room] 
Chablbb. Yes! I shall build model cottages. 
After all, a happy peasantry is the backbone of Enghmd. 
1» 
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DoKB. D' ye know what yer happy peasantry H do> 
DeefordP They 11 sell yer drain pipes for old l^id; use 
yer staircase for fire-vood and keep pigs in yer pantry. 

Chabues. Then I shall turn them out. 

Duke. Ay — and be held up to publk execration 
as a har^ landltHtl. 

DucHESB. The lower orders do not appreciate 
comfort HUdegarde, a cushion! [Lady Bbooeii 
arranget a cuahwnfor her] 

Lady Bbookb. Mamma, do you think Deeford will 
speak to Clarissa to-day? 

DccHEaa. Hildegarde! — He has not approached 
me, yet! 

Ladt CtmwoBTH. Will she accept him? 

Ddchxbs. Of course. 

Lady Bbooke. Oh, I don't know. She's so funny. 

DucHBBS. I trust no child of mine was ever funny. 

Lady Cudworth [Coming down languidly to R. of 
Duchess] Does anyone Imow how Lady Beacons- 
field ia this morning? 

Duchess. I sent Mrs. Travers to inquire. I 
have no doubt she is quite well. 

Lady Cudworth. Then I sha'n't have to go up 
and see h». So glad — hate climbing stairs. 

Lady Bbooee. So hwrid of her to faint, just as I 
was weading aloud I 

Bbochcb. Oh, I don't know — it did stop you! 

DucHBse [Peremptorily] Brooke! 

[Enter Mbb. Travebs, a eharming and very smart 
young vxmtan, Jrom, the drawing-room on the 
right. She has a fan in her ha,nd\ 

SdJRs. Tbavers [Gushingly, to everybody] Good 
morning — good morning! [Eperybody responds; par' 
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li«nAK^ Ste Dckk toAa tfan ritt L. tf faUs anj 

DccHESs. Ahl — I wsfl: ^lat toUong aboat yoir, 
Mrs. Travero. How U — tm — Mr. IMsradi's wile? 
Quite well, I'm sure. 

Mbs. Tkatebs. LadyBeaconsfield B^mahciimiidi 
better this morBing. 

I>iJCHEsa. Quite well. I sold ao. 

Mks. TRA.TKBB. Dear Duchessl So ^uqwdntii^ 
— Already at your artistic world 

DccHxas. It helps me to tliinlt. 

Kbtfi. Travxrb [Adrainngly] Oh! And vkHi do 
you think of 7 

Duchess [IrmoomSy] Nothing. 

Mbs. Tkavebb. Your mind moat b« tulljr oc- 
cupied — [The Ddchebs lookt t^J wMi oo many 

DccHEBB. Why, we have only ouz Vko elder girb 
and tJieir husbands, Charies — ^^scount Dedon^ you 
know — and Sir Michael Frobert. 

Mbb. Travebs. l^e Governor of the Bmk of 
England! — You have forgotten Mr. Diirae£ and his 
wife. 

\A FoOTHAM mten from breai^ast room. toifX boo 
lettert on a taker. Ladt Cudworth takes a 
letter. He brings the other to Mbs. Tratbbs]: 
Duchess {AeiMy] They are not my frieods. 
Duke \Wamingly] Belinda — they are out guests. 
DtrCHBBS. Yes. I cannot help wondering why. 
Adolphus [To Mbb. TbavebsT Been fat m walk 
this morning? 

Mbs. Tbatbbs [TaHng letter from Footmah and 
turning to Cudworth] Yes. Every morning. 
14 
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DISRAELI 

Adolfhus. How awfull [Turra up ibtge and joins 
Lady Cudwobth] 
Mbs. TBATBBa. I have not seen Sir Michael Pro- 

DccHEBB. He only arrived late last night He 
had breakfast in his rooms, and now he is busy with 
his cotreapondence. 

Chaklks. Duchess, are we not to see Lady Clarissa 
this morning P 

Duchess. Has Clarissa not breakfasted? 

Lady Cudwoeth. Oh, she had a cup of tea at 
e^ht o'clock and went for a walk in the home-park 
with Mr. Disraeli. [Chablbs sAouw anjwyance, which 
the Duchess observes] 

Chablbs. And Mrs. Disraeli — I beg pardon — 
I should say. Lady Beaconsfield — ? 

Mbb. Tbavers [SmUing maliaimultf] Lady Beacons- 
field is not down yet. (Chableb catches Mbs. Tbit- 
EBd' eye and again shows annoyance] 

Duchess [RagHly] It is not unusual. Clarissa 
likes these early walks. When we are alone, she goes 
to the vicarage and back every morning. 

Chables. Two nules! How strenuous! 

DucHBBB. She reads Greek with the Vicar. 

[The Bbookxs are seen on the lawn j^j/ijtg croquei{ 

Crables. I am not sure that a young lady should 
read Greek. 

Ladt Cudwoeth. Will you play cwoquet, Deeford? 

Chabus. I am — ah — averse to violent exercise 
nt such a matutinal hour. 

Mbs. Tbavers. So like my poor dear husband. 

Duchess. How is your husband, Agatha? 

AIbs. Tbavebs [AUvding to the letter she is reading] 
15 
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Noel? — Oh, just the same. He writes he is moving 
from CttrlsbBd 1« Kissingen. 

Chables. When do you expect to see himP When 
will he be in town? 

Mbs. Travebb. Never. He wanders from one 
watering-place to another. 

Chahles. I trust he derives benefit — 

Mbs. Tratkhs. None whatever. All the waters 
disagree with him. He develops new symptoms every- 
where, and has to go somewhere else to change them. 
I ought to be with him now — [Rising] but we are so 
dreadfully poor — 

Charles. Oh, come! Those exquisite diamonds 
last night — 

Duke [Stirring imeomJorUibly behind kia newspaper] 
Ha — hum! 

Mbs. Travebs. Heirlooma. We are poor, but we 
have ancestors. Ah! You are looking at my frock. 
You don't know what shifts a poor little woman is 
driven to. This cost me nothing. Worth knows what 
circles I move in, and considers me his best advertise- 
ment. [With an appealing glance at the Duceebb] 
There! Now you despise me. 

Duchess. Nonsense, Agatha There's nothing to 
be ashamed of in having a good figure. 

Duke. Heahl Heah! 

Mrs. Travebs. Oh, Duchess, you are always so 
kind. You know how poor I am. 

Duchess. Poor dear thing, yea. 

Mbs. Travebs. But one has one's position to 
keep up; and one must look nice. 

Ddxe. You do. You do. Charmin'. Char — 
{Gatehea the Duchess's eye and collapses behind hit 
paper] — hum! 
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[Eiiter the Btttlbb, tmi& tdegranu on a taher. Bt 
loola abmU him, mndeiiUy in tearch <4 tmattm^ 

Duchess. For me? 

Bdtlbb. Telegrams for Mr. DianielJ, your Grace. 

DucHEsa [^CHJJy] He is not here. 

BiJTLER ^Bd-^ettly^ No, your Grace. [&« rfotub 

Mbb. Tbavebb [£a^y; on (he poitU c^ talang the 
telegramt] I think I could find himi 

DncHEas [Sharply] Certainly not, Agathal [7*0 
theBjJThE&l That will do. 

[Exit ButlsbI 
DuCHSSS. Dispatches, messBges, telegranul One 
has no peace, with that man In the housel 
Ddkx. Come, come, Belinda! 
[Ladt BaooEX has been teen with Bbookb on the 
lawn oviaide. She it reading to him, Theg 
enter through the mndovi. He u bored to death] 
Ladt Bbooke. 

I know not what I was playing 

Or what I was dreaming then. 
But I struck one chord of music 
Like the sound of a great Amen. 
[The Ddkb rieet irriiidily] 
Bbooke. Oh, I say! That's stunning! [He moeee 
otraif] 

DiTCHBBfi [Sererdjf] Hildegarde, I hope that is not 
Tennyson! 

[Mbs. TnATEBS risee to hide her laughter and ynw 
theUvKE] 
Ladt Brooke. Oh, no, mamma! It's dear Ad* 
laide Amie Procter. 

17 
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Charlbs [Booming] Surely, the Idyla of tlie King 
is the greatest poem ever written! 

DrcHESs [SHffiy] I have not read it. I do not 
allow my daugfaten to read it. 

Lady Cudwobis and LaDt Bbooee [Together; 
demiir^] No, mamma. 

Duke [Aaids to Mbb. Travers] Belinda 's not to 
be trifled with — what? Purity <rf ihe home — eh? 

Maa. Tratess. Ah — there's no place like home. 

DcxB. Thank God! 

Mrs. Travers. Hush! Naughty! 

Ladt Curworth [To the Duchess; very innocently] 
How papa does admire a pretty facet 

DucHBBB [To Charles) Charies, tidce M». Trav- 
ers into the garden. You may tneet Clarissa. 

Charlxs. I want very much to speak to you. 
Duchess. 

DucHEBs. Well — ? 

Charles. Alone, if it were possible. 

Duchess. Oh! [Loola meaningly at Ladt Cud- 
worth] Well, come back in a few minutes. 

Ckabu». Hank you. [To Mrs. Travers] Will 
you come? [Boonui] I will tell you t^ut my scheme 
for model cottages. [Mrs. TsAVEie naM and joina 

Mrs. Travers. Oh, how absorbing! 

[ffiey go out, through the window, and are seen on 

the lawn] 

Duke [After a pause; twinging kit chair round and 
patHng dolon kis ]>aper] Belinda, I should be grate- 
fid if you would not speak of Mr. Disraeli as you 
do. I have told you — I invited him for political 
reasons. 

19 
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Dt3CHMB& [EnffTOued in her rnibroiderj/} I believe 
a Mr, Joseph Arch — an estimable agricultiual laborer 
— is agitating in Someraetshire. Do you propose to 
invite him — for political reasoBsP 

DnEE [AuMv] 'Tshal You are vezatioiisl As if 
there could be any comparisoa! 

DncHEsa. I grant it would be all in Mr. Arch's 
favor. Arch is a good Saxon name. I should not be 
surprised it he could trace his ancestry much farther 
back than yours — [I>dks binu hit back impatietdly] 
Moreover, he is a Christian. 

Ddkb [Turning to her qiticldy] So is — 

Dttcbess [DelibeTatd]/] Benjamin DisraeUP It doea 
not sound probable, 

DtJKB [Fliutered] He is the brains of the party. 

D17CHESB. Brains do not give birth, 

Ddke. He has achieved a high position. 

DrcHXSS. By wearing satin waistcoats and mairy- 
ing an old woman for her money! 

Duke [Coming down] Belinda! Yer not going to 
say anything against Lady Beaconsfield? 

DucHxss. Only one thing. 

Ddkb. What? 

D0CHBBB. She married Disraeli. 

Duxe. Belinda! [Seeing Bdtleb who has come on 
wUh another leiegram] I — I have no patience, 

[Exit into garden] 

Duchess [To Bctleh] Yes? 

BuTLia. iii. Disraeli, your Grace. 

DocHKss. More telegrams? 

BtniiEK. And there 's a newspaper person in the 
'all askin' for 'im, 

DucBEsa. I have told youl Mr. DisraeU is not in, 
[Exk ButicrI 
19 
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[The DucBEae rttet impatUntl}/. Enter Ckabus 
from the garden] 

Chableb. ftje you alone? 

DncHEBS. Yes. But I am out of temper. 

Chableb. Ob, Duchess! 

DucBBss. That Mr. Disraeli! — He turns our house 
into a public thoroughfare, and now there 's a news- 
paper person in the hall ! 

Charles. Shall I dinmiw the — alt — newspaper 
personP 

DircBEBS. No, no! [Siti\ What have you done 
with Agatha? 

Chables. When the Duke joined ua, I thou^t I 
might slip away. 

DiTCHEss {SmiUng in anlieipaHon] Well, now, 
Charles, what ia it? 

Chableh. I think you can guess. 

DncHESB. Perhaps. But assume I cannot 

Crarlbb. When I accepted your deUghtful invi- 
tation, I did so with a purpose. 

DccHEHS. Yes? 

Chables. I have been thinking very seriously 
lately. Duchess; and I have concluded that it is my 
duty to get married. 

Duchess. How old are you? 

Chables. Twenty-five. But I am thinking of 
my wife more than of myself. She will have to face 
heavy responsibiUties in the near future. 

Duchess. Surely, your father is in good health? 

Chables. Excellent; but his habit of life does not 
encourage the hope of extreme longevity. Briefly, I ask 
permission to pay my respectful addresses to Lady 
Pevensey. Mi^ I bope you and the Duke will grant it? 
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DocBEss. If I grant it. the Duke wiD. But 
Clarissa is barely twenty. 

Charles. I ^all have all the better chance of 
moulding her. 

Duchess. She la very high-spirited. She displays 
a note of originality. She takes no interest in em- 
broidery, for instance. She gave up her music lessons 
with ^o^bella Goddard. And what reason do you 
think she offered? She said she was t«o musical, 
and Arabella Goddard was not musical enough! 

Charles [With amitaed m-ptriorily] These amiable 
eccentricities do not alarm me. Remember, she will 
be constantly in my society. 

DucHBss \Qmie aim-j^y] Yes; that ought to sober 

Charles. May I take it, then, that you graciously 
consent? 

Duchess. Joyfully, Charles; joyfullyl I shall be 
very happy to bear she has accepted you. 

Charles. You shall hear that to-day! [He iahei 
her hands and kisses them formally, then he rises and 
botes] Thank you! Thank you! 

[Enter through the ■window, the Duei! and Ladt 
Beaconbfield, /o/Ioweci by Mrs. Travers] 

Duke [Coming dovm apprehensively] Here is Lady 
Beaconsfield, Belinda. 

Duchess [Coldly] Ah — good morning. 

Ladt Beaconsfield [Very genially] Good morn- 
ing. Duchess. 

DucHEBS. I am glad to hear you are much 
better. 

Ladt Beaconsfield. Tliank you. I am looking 
for my scapegrace husband. 
SI 
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Duchess. I believe he is in the htraoe-park with 
Clariasa. 

Ladt Bkaxxnbfield. There never vaa a man 
with such an instinct for youtL and beauty. 

Dttchess [With raised eyebrows] IndeedF 

Ladt Bbaconbfizld [Liatgldnif] I know what you 
mean hy "indeed." You wonder why the instinct 
tailed him when he married me. 

DircHEBS. I assure you — I 

Ladt Bbaconshbld. Oh, I don't mind in tlie 
least. [WiiA erOkitnaam.] The greatest man in the 
world is my husband, and I don't really care how or 
why. 

Ddcbksb [Drily] Very right and proper. 
^ Ladt Bbaconstield. Has Sir Michael Probert 
been seen this momingP I know Dizzy is anxious to 
meet him. 

[Mas. Thatzbs HateTU inlereatedl]/. Lobd and 
Ladt Brooke came in from the gard^ 

DucHBSB [leilj/] The Govem<w of die Bank of 
England ia naturally much occupied, even in the 
vacation. 

Ladt Bbacoitotibiji [Simply] So is the Ftime 
Minister; especially when he seems to be playing. 

Mas. TaATEaa. The Governor of the Bank of 
England! OhI if he'd give me the run <A his cellars 
for five minutes I 

[Lobd and Ladt Cudwobth etmie in] 

Dtikx [Chwslding; to her and tapping her with her 
fan, with which he has been ptaping] I know you could 
make him — ha-ho-hal I know you could I You have 
tmly to Sirt your fan at himl 
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PccBBBS [Siockedl Duke! — Agathsl {Dukb 
ttarfs, and goet to Lady Bbaconsfield] 

Mbb. Tsavzbb [Sitting betide the DucHxas] Ob. 
dear Duchess, that was oniy a joke. 

DuCHEae. I do not eare Cor that sort of joke. 

Chables [Pondmnutff] I fear the run of the 
cellars would not be of much use to you. The num- 
bcM of the notes are known, and — 

Mas. TaAvms [Rinng and going to Mm, dmiuTely] 
Yes, You doo't like jdces either, do youP 

Ckabues [posing] Humour is of several kinds. We 
Oxford men have a humqur of our own. 

[Enter CmiiBaA/row tie^ptrden, leaded vn&fiowen. 
She comet in with a rush] 

CiuiBiaeA. Good moming, eveiybo^fl 

ChabiiTb- I(ady Pevenseyl | 

Mb8. Tbavbbb. Clarissa 1 \ [Together] 

DccHEgB. My dear ckifd! \ 

Claaibsa [Tossing the Jlotoera aside, and coming to 
Iter mother] Oh, mother! I'm soeacitedl 

Duchess. I wish I could persuade you never to be 
smated. 

Clabibsa. Then you shouldn't have the greatest 
man in the wprtd to stay here. [Ceabi^ shows 
annoyance] 

Lady Bbaconssibld. There! She calla him the 
greatest man in the woHd, tool 

CLAjtieaA [Coming to her, oTid taking both her hands] 
Oh, you happy womanl Always to be with himi To 
be the first to know his thoughts I Oh, you happy 
woman! 

Lady Beaconspielo [Kissing her] That's what I 
keep on saying, my dear. 

m 
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CiiABiBSA. He tranafonus everything he touches. 
He even turns the landscape into fairyland. A prim- 
rose by a river's brim is not merely a yellow primrose 
to him, but the text for beautiful fancies. 

Chableb [Booming] It is an open question whether 
a statesman should indulge in fancies I 

ICitABiaBA gives Mm a look which ought to warn kim 
he it Jreadinf on dangerous ground. But he i» 
too absorbed in hit own righieoutnets to notice it] 

DoKB [Absent-mindedi]/ — looking at paper. To 
Clabisba) But come, comet What have you done 
with Dizzy? [To Ladt Bbaconsfizld] HumI I beg 
your pardon I 

Ladt Beaconsfibld. You need n't. I call him 
Dizzy because I love him. The worid calls him Dizzy 
because it loves him. That uickmune is nobler than 



is he? 

Clakissa. He's gone to feed the peacocks. 

Last Bbaconstield [Laughing] Oh! Peacocksand 
swansi — he positively dotes on them! Hughenden is 
quite over-run with them. 

Adolphub. Extraordinary personality, Mr. Dis- 
raeli's. Sort of man you feel come into a room, even 
if you don't see him. 

Chables [Crossly] That's nonsense, Dolly. 

Brooke. Wubbish, DoUyl Nobody takes any no- 
tice when I come into the woomi 

Mas. Tbaters. I 'm yearning to hear him speak. 

Dtjchebs. Why, Agatha? 

Mrs. Travbeb. Everybody tells me he says such 
wonderful things. 
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C1.ABISBA [ErUhiuiMticaUy] So he does. Wonder- 
ful and beautiful. 

[DiBBABU enters from the garden, earrying a tnuiU 
bunch qf Jlowers] 

DiSBAXLi. Duchess, your peacocks are moulting. 
They want more food and less water. 

Duchess. I do not att«nd to animals. 

DiBKABLi. Then I fear you miss a great deal of 
pathetic affection. [Then, to Ihs others] Good morning, 
Mary — Good morning — Duke — Ah, Mrs. Travers? 

Mas. TsAVEBS [Smiling/] Did you have a pleasant 
walk with Clarissa P 

Disraeli. Delightful. I^^ter, hand in hand with 
Spring. Innocence, with — 

Chabi-es [Sareaetically] Guile — F 

Disraeli. Experience. Same thing. 

Mb&. Travers. And those charming flowers — P 

Disraeli [To Ladt Beaconsfield) Mary, my 
dear; your morning tribute! [He hands her thefiawers, 
and then kisses her, much to the disgust qf the others] 

Lady BEACOiranELD. Thank you, Dizzyl [7*0 the 
others] Every morning of his life — wherever we 
are — 

Mrs. Tratebs [Laughing] How ungallant to omit 
us! 

Disraeli. My homage to Lady BeacoDsfidd, is a 
homage to the entire sex. 

Ladt Beiaconbtibld [Protesting laugkinfly] No, no, 
Dizzyl I won't be put off like thati It's a personal 
love-token, and you know it. 

Disraeli [Latightng] Lay not that flattering unc- 
tion to your soul! You know I married you for your 
money. [Einerybodi/ is deeplj/ skoeked[ 
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Jjun BiucONBfiKLD. All very well; but if 't waa 
to do over again, now you'd marry me for Jove. 

DiSRAEU. Perish the thoughtl For all who qiarry 
for love either beat their wives, or run away from 
them. 

Chabus [Indignantly] I trust you are jesting, sirl 

DiBRAELt [Liftinf his eyegloM and looHng at Mm 
a motnMi] Sir, I trust I am. But I can never be 
sure. [Breaking off] Still no Probert? 

DucHEHs. Sir Michael is extremely buay. 

Disraj:li [Crotainf ttneard tiie bM-pi^ Tshl — 
Lazy mant 

Chables. Lazy — ? 

DisBAELi. Why, of course. The man who does 
things, should never be seen doing 'em. 

Chaiiles. That is a pose. 

DiaBABU. Not at ^. It's a pose when he lets 
himself be seen. [To everybody's amaa^ment he ring» 
mihoul asking leave. Then he remembers] Oh — 
Duchess, may I ring? 

DucHiss [Sharply] You have. Surely, you have 
breakfasted? 

DiBRAELi. Ages agol [To the Sbbvant who enters 
and comes to ike Duchess) Ah — would you very kindly 
tell Sir Michael Fcobert I wish to speak to himP 
[He cardesdy drops his hat and doak on the Seb- 
vakt'b arm] 

{The Servant u taken aback and glances at the 
DucHESB. She nods. Seibtant exU] 
DnKB [to break the awkward pause — to the young 
people] Er — had a pleasant game? 

CioABtsaA [7*0 Ladt Bsacon^ield, lauf^of] Poor 
Perkyns nearly fainted. 
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I>Mb&Bh [7*0 etarimai Vfby? 

DucHEsn [Stiffly] One docs not realiae that the 
Goverhor uf the Bsnk of England can be — tit — 
rung few. 

DiSKAEU [Simj^] Why not? 

DvKB [IjileTponng Imttily] My dear Bdinda, Mi. 
Disraeli orders U9 all about. We tremble at his nod; 

hKOY BBACOnenmut. What do you want Sir 
Mieha6l'for7 

Mas. TrjLtbbs. The lUme Minister and tbe Gov- 
ernor of the Bank! What wonderful things we daU 
witness! 

DisoAEU. I fear not, dear ladyl [To ike DocBBsel 
I atat goii^ to carry my impertinence so far as to ask 
you to allow me to see Probert in private. 

DucHBSS. Will you take him to the Ubrary? 

Dkbaku. The library is too solemn. It suggests 
a — conference. [Carde»»ly\ No — this dainty roeini 
with its flowers, its sunshine, will answer my purpose 
quite weB, [General horrified amtaement] 

Duchess [Rinng indignant] But — I 

Ddee [HoiHly] Of course, of course. We'll clear 
out. [Offering MsA. Travebs kia arm] Mrs. Travers, 
I '11 show you my guns. Belinda, take Lady Beacons- 
field to the orangery. 

\Bxit Hfitk Mas. TRKilsBa. The CodwobtHb and 
Brookes go off into the gardm] 

DtTcHSBs [Monng to go, tunu to CLABisaA] You will 
entertain Dwford, Clarissa. 

' Chables [7*0 CLAiuasAl I shall be enchanted. 
Lady Clarissa, I should like to tell you about my — 
ah — reforms on the estate. I am convinced that a 
happy peasantry — 
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DisBAim \Attmiue, eominff over to Chabubb] What 
reforms, young geatieman? 

Chablbb [Havgh^j/] Oht I fear you would con* 
sider them beneath notice. I am [ecloiming marshy 
districts — introducmg a new system of drainage — 
building model dwellings — modd dairies — mere ques- 
tions of sanitation. 

DisBABLl [Zooiv at Chasles with surprue] Why 
— I had no idea — I That is splendid I That is true 
statesmanship — Health before everythlngi SaniUu 
Kmitatum: omnia aanHatl 

Cbarlxb [Bridling] I knew you would laugh a^ 
me. [To Clarissa] Will you come? 

CiiABifiSA {Coldly\ Very sorry. I 'm going to writa 
up my diary. [She tuma to go] 

CbarLiGb [FotiowinjT her] Your diary — ? 

CT.ABISSA. Yes. [Indicating DmOAELl] During our 
walk he said things I want to remember. 

[Chaslbs make* an angrn getture and exit through 
right, thuiting it after kim] 

Thb Btttleb [Flinga the door open and announcea] 
% Michael Probert 

[Enter SiB MiCHAXL Fbobbbt, Cl&bisba curttiee 
to Attn] 

Fbobebt [To enerybody] Good momingt 

[CiaBiesA exit] 

Frobbbt [7*0 DiBRABu] Mr. Disraeli, I am veiy 
busy this morning. 

DisRAEU. Then how grateful you must be for this 
interruption I 
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DuCREss [OoinSf into the garden] I hope you will not 

DiSRAEU. All — that depends on Frobert 

[The I>DCBEas and Ladt Beaconbtield go ouf] 

pROBEBT. Now, Mr. Dbraeli — 

DiBBAEU. One moment. [He crotsea to the door, 
whiek he doses, then he doses Oie casement qf the centre 
window and then the French window on the l^t\ 

Pbobert {Watching him in wonderment] Good 
Heavens! Isn't it warm enough? 

DiSBAEu. Ertraordinary how voices travel. 

Feobest. EhP 

DiBBAELi. And how pretty ears come halfway to 
meet them. 

Pbobbbt. Do you suggest — ? 

Disbaeli. Nothing. Sit down, Probert. Sit down! 

Probbbt [Sitting unvnilingly] I am unusually busyl 

DiBKAELi. I am usually busy. Now t«]l me. 
You arrived last night after we had ^ gone to bed, 
but you found a note from me awaiting you. 

Pbobert. Ha! ha! That was not meant to be 
taken in earnest. 

DiHEAEU. Pardon me, in dead earnest. 

Probebt. Do you seriously mean you are think- 
ing of purchasing the Suez Canal? 

DibRAELI. I have seldom meant anything half so 



But it's not for sale. 
DisBA£u. It is for sale. Ismail is dying to sell. 
Pbobbst. How do you know? 
DtsBABU. How does n't matter. 
pROBEBT. And you ask the Bank of England to 
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DisK&iu. Temporarily. DDtil Parliameot meets. 

pROBERT. On this vague knowleilge which you 
will not even explain. 

DisBAiu. I will esplun when the time comes. Alt 
I want now, is your assent on principle. 

pROBEBT. Then let me tell you at once, sir, you 
shall never liave that assent. Never, sirt [About to 
ri*e\ 

DisBAZLi [Stopping him] Wait a momenti 

pROBEBT [Sitting again] No, sir. There is nothing 
to wait for. I am a serious man. I sh^ not allow 
the Bank to play at ducks and drakes with the money 
entrusted to its keeping. Ducks and drakes, air, on 
an Egyptian ditcti. 

DiBBABLi. Egyptian ditchP That's rather neat. 
Only it's not ducks and drakes, because the Govern- 
ment will be at your back. 

Frobert. How do I know that? 

DiBHAELi {With ajliuk] I say so. 

Pbobebt. Suppose the government fall? 

Disraeli [Turning on him] My dear man, it's 
always falling. What difference does that make? 
Don't the Conservatives invariably go on just where 
the Radicals left off, and vice versa? Besides, in this 
case, it has n't Ume to fall. This thing must be done 
within the next three weeks: long before Parliament 
meets — 

[Mrs. Tratbrs appean outnde on the town, dote 
to the eiuemeni] 
pROBBBT. Why in such a hnrry? 
Disraeli. Because Russia — 

Probert [InUrTu-pting him wath a anor([ Qltt\ that 
ancient bugbear I 
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DnsAMU. That eveivpresent peril! — hiowiof thia 
opportunity to purchase the higlvoad to India. 

Peobkht. TTien why has n't she purchased it? 

DisBAEXii. She's not ready — ahe has no fleet; bat 
-— she is watching us. She is watching me — 

(Mbb. Tbatxbs opens the centre eatement and 
tistent] 

Pbobebt. Hal The spy Mania — ! 

D18BABLI. And if she sees the aUghtest move od 
my part, she will snap up the canal, fleet or no 
fleetl 

Pbobebt [Turning to him\ But my dear sir — {H» 
tee» Mbs. Tbatbbs. She is iniioc^iiiy plucking a 
fimeer from a btak outnde mndow] By Jove, what a 
pretty womaat [Ske holda the fimcer in her hand, 
looka in at them, node pleaaandy, and pastes an] 

D18BAEIJ [Tume a* Pbobebt tpeakt. Waits unHi 
the begiru to move on, then turns to Pbobebt] Yes. 
[Watches her going, then turns to Pbobebt again] Such 
pretty ears! [Goes up and closes the casemertt, stands 
there, thinking a moment: then dismisses the incident 
and comes down to Pbobebt, who has resumed his seat] 
Well, sir, after that delightful interlude — 

Fbobebt. No, sir, in my opinion your scheme is 
hare-brained. Moreover it is \Wiih great etnjiuins] 
unconstitutional; and the Bank will be no party to 
your high-handed methods. 

DiBiuEU [ImpaHei^y] I tell you there is no 

Pbobbht [Wamng kim aside] You exaggerate the 

importance of the thing. You have the Eastern 

imagination. Because this canal runs through a 

desert, you see it in a dream — in a mirage — I 

81 



,11 by Google 



DISRAELI 

DiSHAXLi [Sitting] Neat again. [WUk a whimauitd 
glance at him] Ah, we poets I 

Pbobebt. The canal is a confessed failure. 

DlSOAELI. Oh? 

pROBERT. Whatever doesn't pay's a failure. The 
tonnage that passed through it last year — 

DisBABu [Interrupting him impatiently] Oh, 
please, please I 

Probert. And it's silting up, sir; silting upl 
Soon the only ship sailing on it will be the ship of the 
desert. I mean the camel, sir! 

DisBAELi [Innocently] I thought you meant the 

Probert. Beware of the East. Don't touch it or 
you will go under. Remember Pharaoh, sir! Re- 
member Pharaoh I 

DiBRAEU. Yes; but what about Moses? 

Probert. He was a Jew — hum — he was privi- 
leged. 

Disraeli. In short — ? 

Pbobebt. In short — [Rising] I disapprove ol 
your imperialistic ideas, Mr. Disraeli, and the Bank 
shall not stir a finger to further them. [Disraeli 
nuwes atoay, mastering ha anger, and opens the windowi] 
Why are you — ? 

Disraeli. I feared you were getting too warm. 

Probert. Hal — I rejoice to think I have made 
this rash enterprise impossible. 

Disraeli [Ltiokitig out at urindow U^t\ Ob, but you 
have n't. 

Probert. What! Where will you go for the 
money? 

DisRABu [Turning to him and coming down tloui^ 
Where Pharaoh went. Where tdl Christians go, I 



,11 by Google 



DISHAELI 

shftU go to Moms. [Probert it nonpttuaed for the 
momerd, hut recoeers and erottea deUrmineditf to the 
doors] 

Frobebt. At any rate, understand. It will be no 
use coming to me. Under no circumstances whatso- 
ever will the National lostitutioa of which I am the 
head, be a party to your unconstitutional methods. 
[At the door, turning to Disbaeli] This, air, is definite 
and final. 

DisRABu. Nothing is final. Sir Michael. In the 
unlikdy event of Moses failing me, I may send for you 
again. 

Pbobebt [DelianUy] And I shall not come, airt 

[Ladt Beaconbfield hag entered through the wittdotD] 

DisRA£u [LooHng after Pbobbbt] I think you 
will. I think you will. [He dotes the door and elandt 
thinking a moment] 

Lady Beacokstieu) [Anxiously] Have you quar* 
relied with him? 

Disraeli. No — no, my dear, but he's missed his 
opportunity. [He crosses quicldj/ to writing desk, puUs 
the beU and sits to write a tetegram] Mary, I want you 
to come to my room and write some letters for me. 
I must get hold of Hugh Meyers. 

Ladt Bbaconsfield [With a touch of anxi^y] 
Hugh Meyers, the banker? 

Disraeli. Hugh Meyers, the banker. Tliat's the 
man, Mary, that's the man. 

[BnTLEB ertiert] 

Would you very kindly send that telegnuc? 
[Oivet it to Butler, who exit B.] 
88 



,,l:«l by Google 



DISRAELI 

[DiaxABU -pieka up Mbs. Tbat^m* fm, hokt at 
it and tkitilet, puis it d^mm, rite» and eornM 
thtoly to the centre. Last Bea.conhfield 
uatchet kim; anxioualff txdla to him: — "Dwssy." 
~~ He itops ajid beekan* ioherto come to him] 
DiBBAZLi. M^ry — where have I seen Mrs. Travers 
before? 

Ladt BbaconsfibIiD [lUlieeedl Oh, we've met her 
at dinners — 
DiBRA£Li. No, do! I mean, long ago. 
Ladt Beaconbfield. Now, Dizzyl You're off on 
one of your wild-goose chases. 
DiBKAELi. And now she haunts me. 
Ladt Beaconsfield. She worships you — as aU 
pretty women do. 

DiBRACU [Mitring] Blue and white — blue and 
white — 
Ladt Bkaconsfield. What are you talking about? 
Disraeli. I connect her something blue and whit«. 

[Mbs. Tbavebs anij Ci.AiuseA are seen cnttitm on 
the lawn. Mas. TsAvoBa laugka\ 
I.ADT Beaconsfieu). Dtzzyl 

DiSBAEU. Here she is again! — with Clarissa. 
Bun along, my dear, run along. 

[Ladt Bbaconbfield exit] 

[5e foSows her. Juet at he is ai Ike door, he hears 
Mbb. Tbavebb laughing again. He looks towardi 
her] Where the devil was it? 

{Exit — dosing the door] 

[Enter Mm. Tbatbrs and Ci^arissa from the 
gardem^ 
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CiiABisSA [Lookiiig aSter Disbabu] lliere, now' 
We've driven him away I What a pity! 

Mas. TltAVEBB. What a hero-worahipper you are! 

Clabissa. But what a hero to worsbipl When I 
am talking with him, I am talking with one of the 
makers of history. 

Mbb. Tkavebs [Znrultoua^] I suppose he unbur- 
dens himself to you quite freely? 

Clamssa. It never seems as though it were im- 
portant; but, suddenly, I find he is idling me great 
and wonderful things. He tt^inks in empires. 

Has. Tbatmbs. This friendship between the young 
girl and the statesman is strangely beautiful. How 
precious your sympathy must be to him. 

Clausba. I realise what be has done for his countoy; 
what difficulties be baa overcome by his genius; and 
everybody else seems so trivial — so unnecessary. 
Don't you feel that? {Shs tUt on the ottoman] 

Mrs. Tbavbbs. I think I understand. What 
would I give to make a third in your conversations! 
[SiU betide htr] 

Clarissa. Why don't you? 

Mbb. TsAVna. Poor little mel I haven't brains 
enough. No. You must sometimes tell me in a 
simple way what be has been saying. [Innocetitiy] 
For iostauce, why did be summon Sir Michael just 

CiARiSBA. OhJ He does n't tidk about little 
tiiinga like thatt He discusses the condition of the 
people, the pdicy of nataoos. 

Mbs. Tratbbs. ^>d his own ambitions? 

Clabissa. Never. His ambition is limited to 
making bis cxiuntry greaL 

Um. Tratxbs. But teU me — wlif — 

as 
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[Enter Chablbs, from the garden\ 

Chables. So your Mr. Disraeli has kindly allowed 
you to come back? 

Cl&bissa [RUing] Come, Agatha! Mamma will 
be wanting me. 

Chaslbs. The Duchess sent me to ask Mrs. 
Travera to join her. 

Clabibsa [7*0 Mas. Tratbbb] Agatha, come! 

Chablj» [To Clabissa} As a reward, ahe held out 
the hope that you would cheer my loneliness. 

Mrs. Tbatebb [To Ciabibsa, ha^y] Yes, dear; 
that is only fair. 

[Exit, turning at the window to »mik at Chables] 

Chables [Withaitighqfsati^action] Ah — ! Now, 
Lady Clarissa, pray be seated. 

Clabissa {Coming over to Mm; (dmijiti}/] Why do 
you dislike Mr. Disraeli so much? 

Chables [Taken tjpack] I neither like him, nor 
dislike him. He is nothing to me. 

Clabissa. Oh? — Don't you feel lonely? 

Chables [Asloniehed] Lonely — ? 

Clabissa. You are the only man in all the world, 
who neither likes nor dislikes Mr. Disraeli. 

Chablbb [Dismissing the nibject. PatronizinglylYes, 
yes. I know how you admire him. But we won't 
argue about that now. I have had the honour of a 
conversation with your mother. 

Clabissa [With a quick look at him] Yes? 

Chables. And she has given me her gracious per- 
mission to address you. 

Clabissa [Demurely] Was her permission needed? 
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Chables. For my present purpose, yes. 1 am 
rather a stickler for form, you know. 

Clarisba. [Sim^y] I know. 

Charles. The fact is, as I UM yoat mother, I 
consider it my duty to marry — 

CiiABiBSA. Yes — P 

Chables. It is perht^ a little eacly. But I have 
views, and I wish to have time to inculcate them in 
my wife before she has to assume her full responsibil- 
ities and — -ah — privileges — as Duchess of Dunelm. 

Ci.ABiasA [sating on the Ottoman] YesP 

Charles. I am much interested in the working- 
man. I have plans for building model cottages, with 
improved — ah — sanitary appliances. I shall spend 
a good deal of time among my people. I shall expect 
my wife to help me. We must ruse tlie tone of the 
agricultural labourer. You will hardly believe that 
many of them have never heard of Buskin. All that 
must be altered. I trust the Duke and Duchess of 
Dunelm will show their humble friends a model Eng- 
lish household, model children — in short, a model — 

Clarissa. One moment. What have tdl these 
models to do with me? 

Chables [Somewhat gurprUed[ Have X not made 
myself clear? Since I first had the privilege of meet- 
ing you, I have watched you closely, and, — ah — 
^arissa — [Sitting beside ft#r] may I call you CIm- 
issa? — [She bowt tusetU] I have decided that in 
time, you will become admirably suited to occupy the 
poutJon I have — er — adumbrated. 

Clarissa [QuicMy] 1 beg your pardon? 

Charles [Exj^ining graeioualy] Adumbrated — 
outlined. 

Clarissa [Demurelyl Thank you. You will think 
37 
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me Twy sHIy, Chatles — may I call you Charles? 
[He grmdy hows OMMd] — Thimk you. But I am not 
quite sure I understand you, even yet. Is this — b 
niis really wa offer of marriageF 

CHABija. I hoped I had made that dear without 
offensive plainneas of speech. 

CtiABiBSA [Staring at kim] How wonderful! 

Chaslib [Kindly] OhI You have the right to 
expect a high matrimonial alliance. 

Ci.aBKSA [After a kwmorout glance at him] But 
I mean the manner of your proposal. 

CaABLEB. Surely — 

Clahibba. You are a yoimg man of twenty-five, 
and I am a girl of nineteen — and you come with an 
essay on p<^tical economy — I 

CharUSs. I am a man with heavy responsibiUties; 
not a hero of romance. You will enter a family, not 
one of Uie womwi of which has ever been t(Jked about, 
and oi which the men have never done anything to 
be ashamed cJ. 

C^ABSBSA. Have they ever done anything? 

Chaslss. Notiiing, thank God, to attract atten- 
tion. [Riting] Wdtl I think the next tbing, is to 
announce our betrothal — 

Clabibsa [AIm rising] Not quite the next thing. 
I am very much honoured. Lord Deeford, but I 
must decline the responsibilities — and the privileges. 

Chasus [Taken aback] I beg your pardon — 

Clabibsa [With a great oniburat] O, Charles, Charles! 
You've made a horrible hash of the whole thing! 
[Chahles is harr^fiedl Yes! for pity's saie, let me 
talk slang, or I shall have hysterics! I did like 
you; I liked you very much. You are entirely and 
spotlessly correct. But I am not. [Defiantly] I 
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don't like Kii^ Arthur. Galahad borea me to tears. 
Cliarieal Ruakm bores me to death! — I ghould die 
at Dunelm CaaUe. Your women, who have never 
been talked about, and your men, who have never 
done anything, would make me scream. Your model 
cottages leave me cold, because I know the labourer 
wants bread, not bricks; and obf those model chil- 
dren! — I want flesh and blood children, who tear 
their pinafores and smear their faces with jam I 

Cbakleb. But — Lady Clarissa — t 

Clabissa. If ever I marry — and I hope I shalll — 
my husband will be a man who has got himself into 
di«adful tanglea, so tiiat I may sympathise with hiui 
and get him out of them. And he must be doing 
things all the timet — I am sorry for you, Charles. 
It is dreadftd to begin life, handicapped with a title 
wid a ready-made positiou. But I want a husband 
who is at the bottom, and is climbingl — climbing oa 
hands and knees, — bleeding hand* and bleedii^ 
knees, — with his eyes feed on the summit. Never 
mind if he never gets there; I can help him to climb, 
and, if he falls, I can f^ with him. 

Chablbs. But I — t 

CiiABiBSA. No! — You were bom at the top. You 
sit in a rarifled atmosphere like the gods on Olympus 
and design model cottages — [She nuMerdy give* a cry 
t^ joy, <" 'f>e leet Disbaeli entering] Ahl — 

Chabu» \Wi& an angry look at DiesAAiu who re- 
tnaint tbmding at the open door] I see I have made 
a mistake. 

[Eint into the garden] 

DmRA&u [Closes the door and eames to Clabissa] 
So you have refused him? 

CiiABissA [Surprised] OhI How did you know? 
39 
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DisRABU. That back was eloquent of refusal. You 
have 00 sympathy with ready-made greatness. [Play- 
fully] Ah — you are a little Radical. 

Clakissa. Perhaps. 

DiasAEU. At heart everybody is. I am. 

Clarissa [Wtih amused proteat] Youl 

DisBABLi. Certainly. We want to bring every- 
body to a uniform level; so as to begin all over again 
and — rise above everybody. 

Clarissa [With a smile. SiUing on the ottoTnan] 
Is that Radicalism? 

Disraeli. It works out that way. You refuse 
Deeford because he is a mere descendant; not an 
ancestor. 

Clarissa. Well? Am I not right? 

Disraeli. He may become an ancestor, you know. 
[She laughs. Be siia beside her] Are you fond of him? 
[Takes her hand\ 

Clabissa [Turning to him; tkoughtftiUy and sin- 
cerely] I like him very much. When he forgets 
Oxford, he can be quite charming. If he had simply 
said, "Clarissa, will you marry me?" I might have 
answered, just as simply, "Yes." But he lectured 
me on model cottages and the modd family — t 

Disraeli. I have a very high opinion of him. 

Clarissa [Amazed] Why, one of my grievances 
against him is that he does not appreciate you! 

Disraeli. He is a little less than courteous to me, 
because he may go through any door in front of me 
by right of birth. That is so ridiculous that it becomes 
sublime. 

Clarissa. It is disgusting. 

Disraeli. No. It is a foundation on which to 
build empires. That conscious superiority is tlu* 
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quality which enables (me Anglo-Saxon to go oat 
amcmg thirty thousand savages and make them fear 
him, uid hate him — and — adore him. 

CiiAmasA. But he has no initiativet 

DisaABU. Who knows? [Riring] When he boasted 
just now about his reforms, his model cottages, 
he gave me a new insight into fais duuvcter; showed 
me there was something in him. 

CiABiasA. Then why does n't he let it come out? 

Disraeli [Turning to her with a »mHe\ If the 
opportunity occurred, he might rise to it. 

Clabissa [Rising] A man should make his own 
opportunities. And it's no use talking. I refused 
him; and I told him why. 

DiaBABLi. Did you? 

CiABiBSA. Quite frankly. 

DiSRAEU. IKd you. 

Clabissa [AlmoH invpalien&y] I told him I most 
have a man of action, of initiative, a man who tried. 
[(Viih a buTtt qf enUtutiaam\ Oh, Mr. Disraeli, one 
does not live in your company, see you, and listen to 
you, without learning — 

Disraeli [iTdermjAing her genUy] My dear child, 
I hope you will learn I I hope you will. And you 
must begin by giving Deeford — 

Clarissa [Slopping her ears] Don't! As he is 
now, I would sooner marry a bricklayer. He do«» 
lay bricks; and he may build a cathedral. 

[Disraeli sits on the ottoman laughing but thought- 
ful. Enter Lady Bbaconsfield] 

Ladt Beaconsfield [As she enters and closes door] 
Now, Clarisaa, you've had more than your share of 
my ^HoKy — 

41 
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Claxiua {Going tip to the mntfote) He has been grv- 
fng me good ftdvice — [With a pretty pout at DiaKAEu] 
which I am not going to follow! 

[Exit into garden] 

Ladt B&AOOMaFiELD [Ooing toaards Ihe mndov>, 
tiami] Are you coming outP 

DiSRAEU {sating on the ottoman, thoughtfuUy] Dee- 
ford has asked Clarisaa to marry him. 

L&OT Beaconsfield [Wilhtmt enthtuiium] I sup- 
pose that's a good match. 

Disraeli. And she has refused him. 

Ladt Beaconsfield {Coming down, intereatetUp] OhP 

DtsaAmj [Suddenly rising] Mary — I am going to 
play fairy godfather and bring them together. 

Lady Beagonsfield {Laughing] You I A match- 
makerl As if you had n't enough to dot 

DiBBAEu. Ah! Who knows but this may be the 
grebtest thing I have done. I have been searcbing 
for s young man. With such a prize as Clarissa, 
Deeford may become just what I need. Think what 
a S^rfendid couple they'd make. 

Ladt BiucoNaFiELD {Beside him] Ah, Dizzy -^ 
ahrays dreaming a romance! 

D18BAELI {Turning to her teudeHy] And living one, 
my dear, while you are at my side. {They go up 
Mage arm in arm] 

Ladt Beaconsfield [Looking off] The terrible 
Duchess, and Deeford — and she's looking black. 

Disraeli [fVitk his back to the windoui] Then he's 
told her of his rejection. Does she appear to be talk- 
ing much? 

Ladt Beacoxsfield. Volumes! 

Disraeli {With mock fear. Into her ear] Mary — 
we 'II go for a walkl [Exeunt into gardm] 
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[EtOer DiFCBBBS and CoABLxafrvm pordm] 

DtTCHBSS [Very indtgnani] I am aurprised and 
shocked. I shaU talk to Clarissa. 

CoABLBS. I fear that will have no effect 

Duchess. I am not m the habit of talking 
without effect! — To what do you attribute her 
ntnaal? 

Chablbs. May I speak my mind freely? 

DucHSSB. Of course. 

Chables. Then let me say with all respect, Z fear 
she has had her head turned. 

DncHXSfi. What do you mean? By whom? 

Chables. By Mr. Disraeli. 

Duchess [Shocked and indignani} Charles I 

Chakubb. Pray don't misunderstand met Clarissa 
is very young. She has made a hero of this — Jew. 
He talks to her in his persuasive and magnetic way, . 
and, what ia far more dangerous, he encourages her 
to talk to him; fost«rs her foolish — hum! — her 
high'fiown ideals and enthusiasm. The consequence 
is that I seem uninteresting — uninspiring -^ in a 
word, unromantic! 

Duchess. I warned Glastonbury something dread- 
ful would happen if we had that person here. What 
am I to do? The Duke shakes In his shoes at the 
sight of him. [She lookt out tkrougk the window and sees 
Disbaeli, Ladt Beaconsfield and CiiAbisba crotring 
the lawn\ Here he comes — I dare not trust myself 
to speak to him. I 'II talk to Clarissa. 

Chablbs. And I '11 talk to Mr. Disraeli! 

Duchess. Be careful! 

Ckabiju. Oh. I 'to. not afnud of himi [Be turn* 
over the leanet oj a baakl 



,11 by Google 



DISRAELI 

[EinieT DiBBAEu through the mndow. He bourn to 
the DucHEBS, who goet out through the oppotite 
window haughti^. He emiUs and comee dottm] 

DisEAELi. Ah, DeefordP Courting the Muse? 

Chables [Qffermvdy] No. I neither read noveb 
nor write them. 

DiSBAEU. Kty. Innocent recreations, both; and 
the latter lucrative. 

Charles. [Slavivting the book and commencing a 
speech] Mr. Disraeli — 

DiSEAEU [Deprecatingly] There, now! I know that 
tone of vmce so well — ■ 

Charles [Coming UnBordt him angrilyl What do 
you meftn, air? 

DissAEij. It's the tone of an angry man. Now, 
what can have put you out? {Ai a moeement from 
ChahlesI No. Don't speak. Interruptions are an- 
noying. If they had n't interrupted me the first time 
I addressed the house, I might have become a vestxy- 
man and respectable. 

Charles. Really, Mr. Disraeli, you make it diflS- 
cult to talk to you seriously. 

DiBEAELi. Oh! Never talk seriously. Keep your 
grave face for your jokes. 

Charles [Turning away, dUgmfedly] I never make 
jokes. 

Diseaeli. The man who never makes jokes is a 
standing joke to the world. 

Charles. Mr. Disraeli! Clarissa — has refused 
me. 

DiBRAELi [OroMly] Yes? 

Chahles [Coming over to hiit^ And I, air, — I at 
tribute her refusal to your inf 
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Disraeli {Looking at kim keeidy] I see I wat 
thoroughly justified in thinking well of you. 

Ceableb [Astoniahed] What do you mean? 

Disraeli. You have courage, or you could never 
say that to me. 

CHABLsa [HaughtUy] Pray, why ahould I not say 

it? 

DtSRAZLi. Because it is true. And when a very 
young man speaks an unpleasant truth to a very old 
one — he shows absolutely reckless courage. 

Chablbs. There was no other way. 

DiSBAEU [Impatiently, turning away] A hundred. 
Do you take a girl's No as final? 

CHARi.Ea. I suppose she knows her own mind — 

Disraeli. Certainly. But make her ckaoge it. 

Chablks. How? 

Disraeli [Turning to Aim and smiling] I am glad 
you are asking me to help you — because I am iat^r- 
ested in you. 

Charles. Interested in me? 

DisRABUt. Deeply, 

Cbarlbs. Why? 

DiSRABU. Because Eiw;land stands in terrible 
need of men of your stamp. 

Ceubles [Contemptuously] I cannot see that. Eng- 
land is doing very weU. [With a fine oratorical manner] 
She was never so prosperous as now. She has a wise 
aristocracy, an industrious middleclaas, and a con- 
tented and happy peasantry. Other nations envy her. 

Disraeli. Splendid! Splendid! How many old 
Tory squires I've heard talk just like thati And 
that's how they've talked since the beginning of 
things. That's how they talked when we lost America; 
when the Indian mutiny burst upon us; when our 
4S 
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stddiers froze and starved in the Crimea; when we 
deaerted Denmark; and when we sat idle while France 
and Germany flew at each other's throats. It's just 
that talk that has lost us all our friendships. 

CbariiEs [CotUemptuousljf] Ah I — Continental 
friendships! Frog-eatersI — beM'^willera! 

DiBBAEiJ [Very nearly angry — Tnaslers kiTrue^ Ah 

— is that how you talked to Clarissa? 
Chables. I do not discuss politics with women. 
DiSKAEU. I do. [He takes Cbabi.Eb by the ant 

and force* Mm down bende him on the ottoman] See 
man! Seel England ia as iacjated as a ship lying 
off the coast. Her crew know nothing of what they 
call the land-lubbers. They go on shore now and 
then for a debauch; and as they only hunt out the 
vice, they come back with a headache, and righteously 
thank God they are not as other men] I tell you a 
ferment is at work all over the world. Titanic forces 
are unchuned in America; forces you have no con- 
ception of. The spirit of nationaUty has awakened 
in France, in Germany, in Italy. New wine has been 
poured into the old bottles, and an explosion must 
follow sooner or later. I shall not live to see it, but 
I hear the seething of the yeastt But you — I My 
God, what things you will witness! Take care you 
are not asleep! — All the nations must expand, and 
everywhere our empire is in their way — Russia, for 
instance. Now, while England stands alone, while 
France is crippled, and before Germany has recovered 

— now is Russia's opportunity to snatch at India. 
With India lost, the whole fabric crumbles; and Eng- 
land sinks into insignificance: a Belgium at seal 
[Riring] Now do you see why Clarissa refused youP 

— These are the things I have shown her. Do you 
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wonder she wants a man of action? Do you wonder 
she will not be content with being a mere Duke's wife? 

Chaku» [Deejay impres»ed[ I see — [Rimng] But 
what can I do? What can any one man do? 

DiBBAEU. What one man has already done! 

Chablss [Coming to him] You, sir? — But how 
can I hope to emulate youP 

DisRAEij. You can leam — Will you leant? 

Ckables [Eageriy] Will you teach me, sir? 

DiSKAKLi. Yes. 

Chaklbb. How can I begin? 

Disraeli. Leave your small ideaJa; or, better 
still, grow from small ideals to greater. You have 
begun — well; you are setting your house in order, — 
now pass onl Pass from the Parish to the Empirel 

Chables. The parishi How ioaall it seemst And 
everything I've done in politics how utterly insig- 
nificant! 

DisBABLi. In politics nothing is insignificant. 

Chabi<es [Laughing bitterly] Contrast it with this 
question of India? 

Disraeij. Whether we bold it or lose it? 

Charles. YesI YesI What is the solution — war? 

Disraeo. War is never a solution; — war is an 
aggravation. 

Charles [Eagerly] What, then, is the solution? 

Disraeli [Turns and looks at him sleadUy awMU aa 
if deciding whether he is jit to be told, then comes close 
to him, and tpeaka almost in a whisper] A very small 
thing; a thing men are laughing at. 

Charles. What, sir, what? 

Disraeli. A ditch. A ditch dug in sand. 

Chablbb [Pimled] A ditch — f 

DisBABU. A ditdi, dug in shifting sand. 
47 
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You mean the — ! [DiSEASLi tvnfdy ma- 
tiona Mm to tiience, and aiauiy approaches the door on 
theUfi\ 

Chablkb \W(:^ehitm him with amaaemeta] Why, 
sir? Surely, this secluded room in a noblemaD'a 
house is, ^ bU places, the most secure — [Diskaeu 
opetiM the door. Mbb. Tsavebs /olfeuw the opening 
door leUh her hand on the handie] 

DiSEAEiJ [Apotoffising pT6fuseli/] Ibegyourpard(»t 

Mas. TRA.TXits IQuHe unperturbed] Tluiink you so 
much. Dear CUrissa left her book — 

DmsABU. A fortunate circumStAilce for us. What 
was the book? 

Mas. TsATEEis. SyhiL [She makee a pretence qf 
looking Sot the booUi 

Disraeli. I have heard of it. Now, where can it 
be? \He makes a great ehow qf looking for U, Ind keept 
an eye on her\ Do help us, Deeford. Remember, — a 
ditch in sand, gives the best soil'for celery. [To Mrs. 
Tbatzbb w6^ ihey are aU ostena3>ly huMingl We 
were in the thick of a very interesting discussion — ' 
some people say loam — 

Mkb. iWvERS. Really? 

DiaBAEu. And some advocate a fertilizer — IMbs, 
Tbavehh taking a book from under her wrap, turns and 
seeing Dibbaxli'b back towarde her, elipe U behind a 
piece <^ furniture. Disraeu »ee» her] But I say sand. 

Mbb. Travbbs [SOU loolang for the book] Sand? 
[Ihmng the thick qf the Aunt, enter the Dusn followed 
by Ladt Bxaconsfieij), Lord and Lady Cud- 
voara. Lord and Laift Brooke and Ci.ARiaaAJ 

DuEB [OheeifvUi/] What are you all playing? 
ffide and seek? 
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DiQUBU. Something like it, Duke. [He finds the 
book] Ahl There it is! Now is n't that remarkable? 
[He sloops to pick it up] 

IjJldy Bbacoxsfield. Now, Dizzy, you know you 
are not to stoop. 

Diaiu.i:Li. Ah, but to pick up things one must. 
[To Mbs. Tbavebs, handing her the book] Must n't 
one? [She looks at Aim, in a half-smiling, puxded may] 

Duchess [Entering unconscious (^ anything unusual] 
I have arranged we are all to picnic in the Abbe}! 
ruins to-morrow. 

Disraeli. Dear Duchess, I am deeply grieved, but 
we shall not be able to avail ourselves of your exquisite 
hospitality beyond to-day — 

DucHGSB \C(^diy\ Oh — ? I am sorry. But, ol 
(KHirse — Deeford, will you drive the drag? 

DiSK&XLi. Deeford is coming wit>> us. [A general 
movement qf astonishmenl. Chablb* looks expectantly 
towards Disraeli) 

Duchess [Turning round sharply] What? 

DiBRABLi. I require his assbtanc^ 

Duchess [Amassed and iTtdigmmfi "Require lus 
assistance — 1 " 

DiSRAEU. Lord Deeford has don? me the honour 
of accepting a secretaryship. [Exdamfti^ms] 

Mrs. Travers. How unezpectedl — Lord Dee> 
ford working! — Clarissa! Is n't that unexpected? 

Clarissa [With a smile, looking at Ca*RtEs] Not 
altogether. 

Mrs. Tea vers. And bow he'll have to wwk! (7*0 
Disraeli] You will have so many things to teach 

Charles [Looking at Clarissa] Mr. Dis«d^ ha» 
already begun. 
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Disraeli. Yes, I have been teaching him what it 
took me many years to learn. 

Mbb. TaAVEBa. And what is that? 

Disraeli [Turning aUndy and looking ai Aer] Dear 
lady, that a ditch dug in sand gives the best soil for 
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Scene — In Dawning Street 

DiSRAEu's private tocm, in Downing Street. On the 
left a targe window operu on a glaas-cotiered balcony full 
qf evergreens and fiowera. At the hack, Unoarda the l^t 
a door; another door in the right corner and a tldrd door 
in front, on the right. In the centre qf the room a great 
icriting ioHe, with a chair behind it. Two other chain 
R. and L. qf table. On the walls roller maps, engraved 
portraits qf statesmen. The general aspect qf the room 
is solemn and dignified, not to say heavy. The table is 
littered with documents, blue-books and letters. A smaller 
table in front, below the window on the l^t. Chair 
nearU. 

{The room is etnj^, as the curtain rites. Presently 
FouAUBK opens the door in the right comer cautiously 
and peers into the room; he is about to enter but with- 
draws quicMy as the lower door R. is opened through 
which enters Me. Teasle, vnth letters; tome un- 
opened, which he places on small table l^t; others 
opened, which he places on the large table centre. Mr. 
Tearle exit R. front. In the meantime Fouambe has 
been seen watching him furtively. As soon as the Clerk 
has gone, Fouambe slips in with catlike swiftness. He 
stands at the left comer of the writing table facing and 
watching the entrance-door. With one hand he shuffles 
the letters, and at the same time peers at them. His eye 
falls on an open letter. This he coaxes towards him 
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and tries to read out qf the comer qf Am eye. Enter 
Disraeli suddenly, JoUovxd by Me. Trable. Foi>- 
jAUBB stands quite unembarrassed] 

DiBRAELi [Pleasantly] Good inoroing, Mr. Fol- 
jambe — [To Mr. Tearle] You did not tell me Mr. 
Foljambe was waiting. 

Teable [At door] He was not here, sir. [Closes 
door] Your personal letters are on the table, air. 

DiBRAELi [To him] Thank you, Mr. Tearle. [Sits 
in chair behind table] 

[ExU Tbaelb thf<nmh door up B.) 

[DiBS&Su loolcs at Fouaube mguiringly] 

FoLiAMBE. I have come on a personal matter, sir. 

Disraeli. Yes? [Glances oner his letters and makes 
pencil notes on their backs] 

FouAMBB [In the tone qf a just man with a grievance] 
I have had the honour of being here some time — 

Disraeli. Yes? 

FouAMBE. I feel I can be of littie use to you under 
present circumstances. 

Disbaeu. I don't understand. 

Fouaube. If I may say so, you seem to be keep- 
ing me at arm's length. 

Disbaeu [Protesting] Oh! — Your presence at my 
elbow is a proof to the contrary. 

Fouaube. I am not in the close touch with you 
I had hoped for. No important matters have been 
entrusted to me. Even my room is upstairs — a 
long way off. 

DiBBABLi. Patience! Patience! You will remem- 
ber I told you I must observe you a little while. I have 
been doing so. The result is just what I expected. 

FouAUBB. I am very gratdful, sir — May I hope — ? 
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DlBBtfM. Yea. Henceforth I will keep you hvty. 

Matters of gi«a:t consequence are coming up to-day — 

FouAMSE [Eogwly] Yes, sir? 

DiBBAWJ. Yea, Mr. Fcdjambe; I may say, one 
matter of National importance. 

FouAHBA [Insuiiou^y] Of — er — Imperial in^tor- 
tance, sir? 

DiBB&SOii. Yes, even of Imperial impcalaHce. 

FowAMBK- Indeed, sirl 

I>i9BAELi. For unless tlie heart be sound the whal« 
body must .suffer. 

FouAMBZ. You allude sir, to — ? 

I>i^LAim. I allude to drainage. 

¥ojjiiiBK[Di»appoiniedl Drainage? [Thm, intitu. 
v^^ly] Ah, the drainage of wasle-fJaces, the 
drwpage of. the desert? 

DlBBABU. No, no, Mi. Foljambe, the drainage of 
London- A great scheme. Enormous expense. I 
am trying to. arrange a loan, [Handing him a packet 
qf pqpfTt from bAle] Here are the papers — you 
might look them over. 

FouAMBE [Crettfalien, tubing the papert] la there 
nqtJiiDg else, sir? 

DiW/kJiiii. Yes, yes. [Picks, up a idve doeument\ 
This contains the report erf the Secretary of State for 
India on the coaling stations and fortifications of the 
Gulf of Ad^i. Dry stuff, I, fear. Let me see; where 
U the Gulf of Aden? [Rites and goe» over to the 
maps, unroUaa map qf Afriea. Tumint (o Fouambb: 
viho has fdlovxd him] Where ia the Gulf of Aden? 
[FouAUBE promptly ,point» , it. out] You're familiar 
with the. country, I see. [Fouambe gtarta slightly. 
DiSBABU then examinet the map] Ah yesl Very un> 
healthy chmate, I believe. 
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FoUAHBE [Deliberai^ly] The district will grow in 
importaace with the development of the Suez Canal. 

DiSRABLi [WUk contempt] Oh, the Suez Canal! 
Silting up, sir; silting up! [RetuTJu to table; Dee- 
TORD erUers through door doien R. Be earriet several 
large official blue envelopes, aetded] Ah, Deeford! 

Chables. Diapatches from Russia, sir. [Dis- 
KAXU takei them and placet them on taitU. Dxitobd 
passes on over to his table on the left, where he tits and 
commences working at documents] 

FouAUBE. What do you wish me to do with those 
papers, sir? 

DisRAEU. In a moment. {Picks up engagement 
card and crosses to Dsefobd. Fouambe edges towards 
table, glancing at dispatches] We shall have a very 
busy day to-day, Deeford. I lunch witlt the Gold- 
smiths' Company at one; I have to respond to the 
toast of Literature. Must say something nice about 
poor dear Lytton. Thinks he can write novels. 
[They laugh] This afternoon Lady Salisbury has a 
garden party at Hatfield. I do hope it won't rain. 
[DiSHAEU turns his head slightly to glance out of windotD, 
FouAMBE quickly snatches up one dispatch to look at the 
one underneath; Dibkaeu sees this out cf the comer 
qf his eye but continues] To-night Lady BeacoDS- 
field and I dine at the French Embassy — admirable 
cooking! — We have promised to look in at the Lyceum 
to see Irving's Hamlet. I shall probably sup with 
him at the Beefsteak Club. A strenuous day, 
Deeford. 

Chables [Laughing] But no worli, sfrl 

DisBAELi. The less a Prime Minister does, the 
fewer mistakes he is apt to make. [Smiling] That's 
rather good. Mr. Foljombe, please make a note 
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of ibat. [FouAMBE loatcking Disbasu Miberatdj/ 
puts the packet of wkUe papers whiek Dihoaeli gava 
ktTit on top cf the diapaUhei, then maket a note in a note 
book vMeh he earriea} The less a Prime Minister — I 
must say that at Manchester — Manchester will appre- 
ciate that. And it will infuriate John Bright ^ has 
no sense of humour. [Charles and Disraeli laugh. 
FouAUBE hoeing made the note, now pieke up the white 
papers and the diepaichea as well — and movee towarde 
door as Disraeli comes to him] 

DisBABLi [Otancing at the table aa he comet up to Fol- 
JAMBE and niAicing thai the dispaiches are gone] You 
might take up your quarters [Pointing to the door in 
the right aymer] in this room — it's more handy. I 
shall be able to see a great deal more cS you — You 
have the papera? [LookiTig through the papers in Fol- 
jambe's hand, fingering them and turning them over] 
Oh, these are tie dispatches from Russia. 

FoLiAMBE [Confused] I beg your pardon, air. 

Disraeli. Oh, a very natural mistake. [Takea 
them and replaces them on table] 

[Enter Ladt Beaconbfield, dressed to go mif] 

Laut Beaconsfield. Are n't you coming this 
morning? [Charlbb rises at once and jJaees chair for 
her] 

DiSBAEU. I'm afraid you must enjoy the Park 
without me, Mary. I am especting a very important 
visitor this morning. [Ladt Beaconsfixld sits] [To 
Fouambb] That reminds me. Mr. Meyers is coining 
presently — 

FouAMBE [Impressed] Mr. Hugh Meyers — ? 

Disraeli. Mr. Hugh Meyers, the banker and 
tnillioaaire. I may require your asustance. 
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FOUAMBE. I shall be here all the moraing. 

ZhsfiAxu. Thank you. [As Fouaicbb lingert] 
Is tiiere anything else? 

FouAMBi: [Indicating the blue papen vAick Dibhaeu 
ia glUl holding] Those papers, air. 

Disraeli. Oh — to be sure I There. [BoldiTtg 
them tohile Foliambb takea one etwl\ That's Uie Blue 
one and the White one — Hue and white — that'f 
curious — [ThMr eyea mert] Thank you. 

[Exit Fouambe) 

[PisHAEU go«» up with him, then turns. To Chabucb 
who ia at the writing tatie.making notes on a document] 
Charming man, is n't he? 

Charles [Heaiiaiing] Yes — 

DiasAXLi [With a taufh] That was a very negative 
yes. 

CHABLB8. He never looks one in the face. 

DiBOAELi. Ah — it's the man who does look one 
ia the face one must have doubts ^wut. 

Ladt Beaconsfield [Aiuioudp] Dizzy — why is 
Mr. Meyers coming to see you? 

Disraeli [At the wr^ng table] On very urgent 
business, my dear. 

Lady BeaconshbiiD. Is it anything personal, 
Dizzy? 

Disraeli [To Chaiileb] Deeford, thb Saint mar- 
ried me when I was up to my neck in debt; and I do 
beUeve she thinks I am going to borrow money of 
Meyers now. [Chablbs laughs, goea hack to hia own 
table and aits] 

Ladt Beaconbpielo. I believe whatever you tell 
me. But this is the first time you have not taken me 
into your confidence. 

DisRAEu, You shall know in half an hour. 

se 
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[BascoTi a footman in mfiming Iwe^y, beaang a 
card on a »maU »ab>er, enter*, and come* to 

Ladt BuicowariELD. Wdl — t I ahail cut my 
drive short, and I sha'n't enjoy it a bit. [Riaea\ 

DisRABU {Rising, leans over Uthie and lays an affte- 
tionate hand on Lady BsACONSFiBLD'a arm, talcing the 
eard at th^ same time and glancing at ^\ There! There! 
Come back in a quarter of an hour. [Aft^ looking 
«t the card\ Oh, wait a moment! [To Bascot) Show 
him in. Here ts Mr. Meyera. [To Ladt BEAcnN»- 
field] Now you'll see he's not so very terrible. 

[Bascot open* the door; announces " Mr. Hugh 
Meyers" and exit. Enter Metebs, a charm- 
ing man, with only the faintest traces of the 
Jew] 

DiBBABU [Meeting kiw, at the door and shaking 
hands with kim] Good morning, Mr. Meyers. Lady 
Beoconsfield — Lord Deeford, 

Lady Bbaconbfield [After achunoledging Meybbs, 
passes on to the door, turns and say* j^yfuUy to Dis- 
RA£i^] I shall be back in ten mjnutes! 

DiBBASLT [Holding the door open for her] The 
sooner the better, my dear. 

[Exit Lapy Beaconsfielp] 

[He tdters a sigh qf happiness, closes the door and 
comes to Meters] Ah! — Well, Deeford — observe 
this uaassumiug gentleman. You would pass him in 
the street without the faintest idea you had rubbed 
elbows with one of the world's greatest powers — ! 

Meyers [Modestly] Oht You embarrass me! 

Nothing is so easy as making money, when that is th* 
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only thing you make. Once you have five pounds, 
what is to prevent your liaving five millions? 

DiSBABu. Charles, can we scrape 6ve pounds 
together between us7 [Ckableb and Meters laugh] 

Metebs. Ah — but my millions will not keep the 
daisies out of my lawn. 

DisBAEU. No sir, but they give you the lawn. 
[Brealu qff\ Oh, excuse me. [Ooeg up toward bM- 
puU] I want to introduce you to the excellent Mr. 
Foljambe. [Bings] A very protmsing assistant of 
mine. \To TeaJilI!, who appears] Mr. Foljambe, 

[Exit Teable] 
[DisBABLi comes down to Metess. Chablbs htu 
gone back to hie work] 
Meyebs [Quietly to Dibhaeli] The money is on its 
way, 
DiSHAELi [Interested] From? 
MBYKfis. From the Argentine. 
DiBBAELi. When wiU it arriveP 
Meters. In three weeks. It's a large sum, biit 
I have realised. 

DiSBABu. Realised! Explain. J am bad at busi- 
ness technique. 

Meters [Smiiing] Converted into cash, to be 
placed at my disposal in the Bank of Finland — 
DisKABU \Wilhaiaugh\ That's rather humorous — ! 
[Enter Fouambe] 

Meyebs. Why? 

DiSRAEU. Nothing. I was thinking of ProberL 
{They laugh] Ah, Mr. Foljambe! This is Mr. Hugh 
Meyers. [To Metebb patting/ Fouahbb's ehovlder] 
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Such a worker! What was the precise sum required 
for the Draimige of London BiU? (Mxtebs and 
Chabub thow turprite. Fouambe glances at them 
keenly] 

FoLJAUBii. I am afraid I cannot say oS-hand, 
sir. 

DiSBAXU. Kindly look up the figures for me. 

FouAMBB. Certainly, ait. 

DmiABU [Qoing up loitk Fouambe] You have 
the paper, you know, the white one. 

[Krit FoLiAMBs] 

Meters [Puxded\ The Drainage of London Bill? 

Charlxb [Rising and laughing] How unromanticl 
And how disappointing! 

DiHBAEU ICrosring, itops leith a ekarp look at Aim] 
Why? 

Chablss. I had hoped Mr. Meyers had come oa 
a much more important matter. 

DisBAELi. Oh? — What? 

Chari£b. The Suez Canal. [Metebs looka ra- 
pToacbSvUy at Disraeli, Chables becomes confuted 
realising that he has blundered] 

Disraeli [After a pause, to Chables, eddly] In- 
deed? — Mr. Meyers, shall we go into the next room? 
[He moves to the door L., opens it, and Metebs passes 
out; then he comes down to Chables] You're quite 
right, it is the Suez Canal. As you have hit upon the 
truth, it is better I should tell you, that until I am 
ready [WUk emphasis] not a syllable must be 
breathed on this matter. Is that clear? 

Chables [Earnestly] On my honour, sir — 

DisRAEU. Thank you. So sorry to keep you 
waiting, Mr, Meyers — 

lExUL.] 
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[ChabIiBS vUers a turprUed whittle, then he nit 
at wrUing table. Enter Fouambe R. vnth papers. 
Be lookt around, surpriied at Disbaeli's iduence] 

FoUAHBE [Coming down] Mr. Disraeli, sir? 

Chaklbs [Pointing L. wUhovt looking vp] In there. 

FouxMBE. With Meyers? 

Chablbb [Stiffly] With Mr. Meyers. Yea. 

Fouambe [Coming nearer] Here are the papers. 

Charles [StiU engrossed in hie work] Thank 
you. 

Fouambe [Moving qmcMp towards door L.] Shall I 
t^e them iu? 

Charles. No. Give them to roe. 

FouAUBE [Coming down behind Cbablbs; pernttentl 
Will you take them in, my lord? 

Charles [Curtly] Prwently. 

Fouambe. But — 

Charles [Short] Presently. 

Fouambe [Inaidiouily] Ahl I thought the papers 
were n't wanted! 

Charles [Surjtrised, but only ha^f attending] Eh? 

Fouambe. Mr. Meyers wasn't sent for — for a 
paltry half millionl 

Charles [Curtly] I am very busy. 

Fouambe [Comes to the back of Charles' chair, 
watching Charles keenly] He's here for the Suez 
Cilnal. [Charles leaps out qf his chair. The two men 
Hand facing each other. Enter Bascot R.] 

Babcot [Annotindng] Lady Clarissa Pevenaey and 
Mrs. Travers. [Fouambe looks quicldy Uncards the 
dbor at the mention of Mrs. Travers] 

Charles [Mastering himself, to Fouambe, dismissing 
him] Thank you, Mr. Foljambe. 
40 
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fPoUAMBB goes toToardt kit door. Enter CiiABiasA 
foUowed l^ MJBB. Travess] 

CiiAHiBSA [Ai the erOert, brigMy] Here's an in- 
Tsrionl [Shakes hands wUh Charles] 

Cbablxs [Speaking to both the Ladibb] I am more 
(ban delighted — [He turm to CiiAiusaA] 

[PoiJAiCBB and Mas. Toavxbs exchange a look, Bas- 
COT exit, etonng the door. Fouambe approaches 
Mas. TaAVBBB to whisper something to her; she 
iTurfioru hint to be stUl; lie retires towards door R. 
hastily writes something on a small pad which he 
carries, tears off the leaf, folds it and j^aces it 
on the corner t^ a pedeHal. Mas. TRAVEas, 
matching Cbablss and Ci.asi88a, goes up to the 
pedestal and takes the paper utK^erved\ 

{Exit Foljahbe] 
CiiABlBaA. Agatha is stajdog in town with us on 
our way to Scotland. We came to take Lady Beacons- 
field into the Park, but she has gone. Agatha wanted 
to see Mr. Disraeli's sanctum, and, to tell the truth, 
I was dying to see how you looked in the throes of 
toil. 

Charles [Laughing] Oh, the throes of toil have n't 
Hndemtiaed my constitution yet. [Tivms away from 
her laughing, to come to back qf Disraeu'b ttAle] 

Mrs. Tbaverb [Hamng safely got the paper off the 
pedestal We expected to find you with a wet towel 
round your head — 

Charlis. So far I 've done nothing but look on. 
CiiARissA. I thought you looked worried when we 
came in. 

Mrs. Travers [At the writing foUe] Which is the 
pen. Lord Deefcod? 
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Chabub [Behind the table] Eh? I b«^ your 

Mrs. Tratebs. The pea which b mightier than 
the sword! — Mr. Benjamin Disraeli's own pen. 

CHAiu.Ea. OhI [Lavghs] Behold it! [He handg 
her a very shc^Ag guiU) 

Mbs. Traters [Holding U up with romanHe ad- 
miration] Oh happy bird that bore this quiUl 

CHABL.EB. Yes; but that did n't prevent it^ being 
eaten at Michaelmas. [Charles and Clarissa latifh] 

Mas. TsAVEsa [StiU holding H up] Shame! Shame! 
It should have been pensioned in some green meadow 
by a running stream. 

Clarissa. What a sight it would have looked, 
without its feathersi [They lattgh] 

Mrs. Trayebs. Ah! You have no reverencel 
No sense of awet [She puti down the quiU »olemrtly] 

[Enter Lady Beaconbfield] 

Ladt Beaconsfield. Bascot told me you were 
here. [Clakisba atid she meet and kiss. Ladt 
Beacoksfieu) then fttnw to Mrs. Tbavers] How 
d' ye do! [To Charles] Where ia Mr. Disraeli? 

Charles. Still closeted with Mr. Meyers. [Mrs. 
Tbayebs starts] 

Mas-TuAVEBB [SmUiTig] The financier! HowduUI 
[Charles goes to his own toMe] 

Ladt Beaconbfield. Dull! I 'm on tenterhooks! 
[Enter Disraeli and Meters; they are both 
radiaiU] 

Ladt Beaconsfibld. Ah! At last! 

DiSBAEu [To Ladt Beaconsfield) Well, weU, 

well! Back already? [To Clarissa] Come to see 
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th« neopliyte? Ah, Mrs. Travers? [QUmfftttg btwards 
MEsyEotsI Do you know, I half expected this visit. 
Allow me — [Presentitig] Mr. Hugh Meyers — Lady 
Clarissa Pevensey — Mrs. — ah — Travers, [Mrs. 
Tkatebs goei up to Mstebs imMing; they ahake hands. 
DisaABU comM to Laot Beaconsfteld] Now, my 
dear, we'll let you into the seeret. [Takes her over 
and opm* the entranee-door. She paeees out] Mr. 
Meyers. [Mxiesb comes to kim] We can tell Lady 
Beaconsfield now. [Exit MErERs) [To Chables] I 
shall not be gone five minutes. 

[Exit DisBAEU. Be leOBet the door ajar] 

Mb8. Travebs [Who has been watching them dosely] 
WeUI That's a nice thing! Leaves us planted like 
tbist And why is Lady Beaconsfield so excited? [To 
Charles] Was this a momentous interview? 

CbaM.BB [Stiffiy] I really cannot tell you, 

Msa. Travers. That means it was. Oh, how 
proud you must feel to be in all the state secreta! 

Chables. But I am not. 

MsB. Travers [Indicating letters, etc.] But all the 
correspondence — ? 

Chables. It is meaningless to me, I am like the 
apothecary's apprentice. I pound the drugs in a 
mortar; but I have n't the smallest idea of their 
properties. 

CLABtssA [Who has been admiring the fiotoers in the 
greenhouie, tttms, suddenly struck by hie tone\ How 
humbly you speak erf yourseli! 

Chables. That is the point I have reached. I 
now know that I know nothing, 

Clarissa. That is a great stride towards youi 
goal, isn't it? 
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Ceableb [With meaning] Is it? 

Clakibsa. I think so. [She imHeg and tuma aviay 
to the vfindme] 

CoASiss [Lookt at Mas. Tbavbbs; then genily 
plaeeg a chair for her. She laughs and ehakes her parasol 
at him. He goes to Clabissa] Are you admiriDg our 
famous window-g&rdenP 

CiiABlSSA. Poor London plants, dreaming of blue 

Chableb. Come and look at them. When they see 
your eyes their dream will be realised. 

Clabissa [Laughing] Giant strides, Charles! [Mbs. 
Tbayebs has strolled over to the chair Chabus places 
for her. She brings it more to C. in front of iaiile and 
coughs discreetly] 

Chables [To Mrb. TkavebbJ May weP 
Mbs. Tbavebs [Laughing] Yes. But let an old 
woman ait atill and rest her weary bones. [CiiABiaaA 
and Chableb go out into the bakony-garden] 

[Mb8. Travers sits at the writing table. She slips 
the note Fouambe bft out c^ her glove, reads 
it, looks at the fable. Picks up a paper knife, 
toys wifA it, beats a tattoo with it on the table. 
As at a preconcerted signal, enter Fouambe with 
papers. Be closes the door and Hands against U\ 
Fouaubb [Under his breath] Agatha — [ 
Mbb. Tbavebs. Sh! — Mtyets? 
Fouambe. Yea. 

Mrb.Tbavbbs. About the canal — ? 
Fouambe. Yes. 
Mrs. Tbavebb. They are agreed. 
Fouambe. How do you know? 
Mrs. Travbrs. Both radiant. 
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FoUAilBE lEagerty] Then — ? 

Mas. Tkatebs. Cairo. Start now. [Folijuibb 
starts sHghHj/] Now I 

FouAMBE. Instructions? 

Mrs. Tkavebs. At Trieste. 

FouAUBB [SuTprised\ Trieste? How? 

Mbs. Thavers. By way of Ostend. 

FouAMBE. Ostead? [Disbaeli re-fnien. He 
catches Ihe last word, but does not betray anytkiag. 
He comes directly to Mas. Travebs, who is sitting in 
fnmtqftaiM 

DisKAEU. All alone, Mrs. Travers? 

FoLJAMBE [Slammitm the door at which he is standing 
as ^ he had just entered, and coming down] The esti- 
mates you were asking for, sir. 

DtsRAEU. Oh, thank you. We managed on » 
rough guess. [To Mbs. I^tebs] Mr. Foljambe — 
such a worker — sorry I put you to so much trouble. 

FouAMBE. A great pleasure, sir. [Goes toward 
door] [DiBSAELi turns to Mrs. Tratbbb, then looks 
oner his shmdder towards Fouaube] 

Disraeli. And how is your poor husband, Mrs. 
Travers? [Fouaube at the door turns quicldy; then exU] 

Mrs. Tbavbbs lSaint4ike] Just the same. At 
Kissingen, you know. 

DisRAEU. Too bad, too bad. What have you 
done with the young people? 

Mbs. Traterb [Pointing to the window] There. 
[Rises] Will you kindly make my excuses to Clarissa? 
[Offering her handl 

DiBBABu. You are not going so abruptly? 

Mas. TaAVBBS. I have to accompany th« dear 
Duchess. She is o^anising a bazaar, and I am 
secretary. 
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DiSRAEU [Taking her handi Ah — idwmya «ecu^ed 
wMi |u>d -noriu. Alwaj's with your h«id in some great 
undertaking. In secret, too. [She proteHU lavgking\ 

Mbb. Travers [Going to door dmoti R.] Oh! — It 
has been a great privilege to se« the sanctuary. [Dis- 
BAELi (oxompanus htr, bddt Ae door opm] Not a 
step, Mr. Disraeli — not * step. 

DiBBABU -K^oWi^ t» Babcot] ftb. Baacot. — 

Mbb. Travbrs. Oh, thank you — thank you. 
Good-fope, Mi. Distaeli, good-bye. [Be shows her out 
graciouBly, closes ths door and stands there thinking — 
he mutlera "Ostend," "^Oslend." Be oemes thvAytoMs 
ioMe, beMnd it, and vupeeta it doidy to see if anf/fking 
has heen ditarmxged. FiwUng nstking, he picks up a 
paper knife, and, sitting dourn., begins thinking again. 
While he it in deep thought lie abstractedly beats a tattoo 
on the bible with the paper knife] 

Foua:m££ ^weldy opens kis door hut starts back on 
seeing Disraeij] Oh, I — I — beg your pardon, sir. 
I tbou^t you called. [CUues the door agmin\ 

\DisbjlEIA has turned slaudp to him; then looking at 
the paper knife in Ha hand he realises the use it 
has been, ^nd to, and that Fouambe and Mrs. 
Travsbs have had a meeting. Be throws the 
knife down in disgust and calls Charles) 

Disraeli. Charles I [Cbmoixs and 'Csj^xoha come 
in from Ike ^bahtnpi [To CuuuaaA] Sorry to inter- 
net you. [To Gbakea^ Did Foljambe ever bring 
those papers? 

Charixb {Going to kie table and sitting vd& hie hack 
to ike room] Oh yea 1 Long ago. 

DiSBJUtu [Awtari Afal VSiry did n't 70U send him 
in with them? 
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Chablbs. I thought you would not like to be 
■ Hiatuibed. 

DiBKAELi [Coming over to Charles] Quite right. — 
Did he say anything? 

Chabus. I thought him rather impertinent. 

DiaaAXu ICareUfdy] Oh! How? 

C1.ABISSA. Shall I go? 

DiBRAEU. No, my dear. — Well? 

Charles. He asked questions. 

DisBAEu. Yes? 

Chablbs ITurrnnff] But I snubbed him. Finally 
he liad the impertinence to say you were seeing 
Meyers about — [He looks at Clarissa and Hops] 

Disraeli [ImpatUntiy] Well? 

CRABI.BS. Am I to speak in Lady Pevensey's pres- 

Dibrabu. Yes, yesi Go onl 

Chablbs. About the Suez Canal. 

DiSRAEU. And what did you sayp 

Charlbs. Not a word, ot course. 

DisEABLi. Oh? — [After a pauie] Thea how did 
you snub him? 

Charles [Suiting the action to the wordi I merely 
stood up — and looked at him. 

Dibbabu [Throwing up his hand* in horror\ Oh — I 
[He iMdea angrily acroag the room and tunu] 

Charles [Amaxdl What? 

DiBRABU. What more could you have told Mm if 
you had talked an hour? 

Chabi.es [Hotly] Do you accuse me of speaking? 

DiHBABLi [Sternly] No, sir. I accuse you of hc^d~ 
ing your tongue too eloquently. 

Chables. Oh, well I He b easily muzzled. 

DiBBAEU. How? 
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Chablbs. Put him oq his parole. I will fetch 
him. [Going quickly UnDords Fouambb's door] 

DiSRAEU [Ringing beU\ Ahl Capital! Fetch him 
by all means. [Chables goes into tlU office] 

Djskaeu. Mr. Tearle! Mr. Tearlel [Thablb ap- 
pears] Send for the Senior Queen's messenger at once. 

[TEABLEexil] 

[Disraeli cornea dmon] 

Clahissa \Who haa been watckittg intently] Has 
Charles made a mistake? 

Disraeli. A horrible one. [To Chables who re- 
entera] WeU? He's not there? 

Chables [Almost frightened] He b not in his 

Disraeli. No? — Shall I tell you where he is? He 
is at Victoria Station catching the ten-thirty express on 
his way to Ostend, to Trieste, and so to Alexandria. 

Chableb [Alarmed] For God's sake, sir, who is he? 

DisBAELi. He ia Mrs. Travera' husband. {Clab- 
I38A and Charlbb vtter a cry qf amaz&merU] Yea — 
lie and she are agents — spies — Russia has sent 
here to discover — what you have told them. 

Chablbb. Have him arrested! 

DisRAEu. On what grounds? What has he done? 

Charles. But why did you employ him, knowing 
he was a spy? 

DisBAEu [Coming over Uncarda Charles] Becatue 
I knew iti Because I wanted to have him under my 
own eyel For weeks he has been seen prying about in 
this room secretly. I knew it. {Passing up to the back 
of the table and indicating papera on it] I've laid traps 
for him — letters for him to read. I had him on a 
false scent when you — 
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i [MiaertAl]/] When I blundered — 

DisitAELi. When you lost control of your features. 

ChabijEs. Is there nothing I can say or do7 

DisRAXLi. I fear not. 

Claussa. Will you tell us why silenee b so im- 
portant — ? 

Dlss&ku. Oh, now it's of no importance what- 
ever. [Clarissa »its in Dibbaeli'b clunr behind iha 
table despairingly] Yes — [To Chables] You ought 
to know, so that in future — 

Chabt.rb [Miserably] Futurel What future is there 

Disraeli. So that in future you may control your 
features as well as your tongue. Sit down! (Charles 
riis on Clarissa's right. Disraku glands on her 
l^t. Clarissa and Charles listen to him intentlj/] 
Ismiul Pasha, Khedive of Egypt, is under the im- 
pression he is Barneses the Great; but the only 
Pyramid he has raised is a pyramid of debt. Egypt 
is a dry bone, out of which he has sucked the last 
ounce of marrow. The last assets he has are the con- 
trolling shares in the Suez Canal, and these he is dying 
to sell to the highest bidder. France built the canal, 
but is too poor to buy it. Russia covets it as a means 
of snatching India; England, as a means of defending 
it. Both pretend the purchase is the last thing they 
are thinking of; both are watching each other like 
cats; and Ismail sits and waits for the cat to jump 
[With empttasis] Those shares I mean to havet — 

Clarissa and Charles [Exchange a look] Ah! 

Disraeli. The Bank of England refused to back 
me; but to-day Meyers has given me a blank cheque. 
I thought the thing was done. But now Foljambe 
knows — Russia knows. In a week Foljambe will 
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be in Cairo, and whatever smn I offer he will double. 
Now do you see the importance of it? [Siii in tie 
ckair on Clarissa's Uifl, sunk in thought] 

Chables. And all because I was stcurtledl 

DisKAEiii. Yes. 

Claribba. la there no remedy? 

D18RABU. Of course there is. 

Chablbs [Eagerly] What, sir? What? 

DrsHAELi. I must send a man to the Khedive with 
unlimited powers; ready to outJ^id anything, and 
ready to pay on the nail. 

Chables. What must be the man's qualifications? 

DisBAELi. Ah — I A strong, stem, silent man; 
subtle and cunning; figbtjng wilinesa with wiliness. 
[CiiABissA bowu her head on the taiAe\ 

Ckables [AnxioVMly] Have you such a man, 
sir? 

DisKABLi [Sharjily] I've s^t for him. [7*0 Clar- 
issa, who u weeping tUenS.y\ Why, child, what is 
the matter? [Be comes to her gutcJUy] What is it, 
Clarissa? 

rr.jniTHH*. Oh, don't take any noticel I am child- 
ish this morning. I suppose it b disappointment. 
Few a momoit — wlule you were speaking ^ — I had 
hoped — that perhaps — [She it looking ai Chables] 

Chablbs H>iatreaeedl Ah, don't say it, Clarissa' 
Don't say it! 

DiSBAXU [Looking at Chablsb, and speaking eUndy 
but with growing enihitsiasm] Yes! Do say it, Clar- 
issal Do say it! Because there is another kind of 
man who might be twice as useful. 

Clabibsa lEageriy] What kind — ? 

DiBBAXLi [Coming towards CbablebI A man so 
htmest tliat the rogues would think him a rogue; so 
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truthful that they'd swear lie was lying; so siini4e 
that they'd never fathom him — 

GnABLBa [Rising indignantly] Why laugh at me, 
sirP I feel my folly bitterly enoughl 

DisRAEU [Beside Claoibsa where she it ttiJl naing] 
What is the matter, DeefordP 

Charlbb. Disgust — utter diagiut wiUi myself. 
And despair. [Thahi^ appears] 

DiSRABLii Why despair? 

Tearlh lAmuMndng] The Queen's messenger! 

DiSBAmj. Not wanted! [To Chabi.sb) You are 
the niani [Exit TcABiiii] [Chables and Clasissa 
vtter a cry qf amazement] You are the mani 

CsABUis. I — ? I, to be trusted with tkia mission 
after what I have done? 

DisBAEU. Why not? 

CHABtiBB. Am I the man you want? Ah, you 
know I'm not. I am a uaeless, ctmceited idler — a 
perfect and complete fool! 

DiBBAEU. Well — granting that — [he tama to 
CiaBtsaA] I did n't say it — [to Cbabub] but 
granting that, that is a very good reason for sending 
you. 

Charles. But I have failed already! 

DisKABU. Nearly all my auccessea in life are 
founded on previous failures. On your own showing 
ndiody will suspect you. You have only to meet all 
the cunning with that stolid British face of yours, 
and the schemers will be disarmed. Cornel Will 
you go? 

Chablbb [EnihiuiaslicaUy] WU I go! 

C1.ABISSA [Rieing excitedly and coming to CHABLEe) 
Ah! 

DisBABU. Ahal There's your man of action 
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Clarissa! [SUncty to CHABLEa] I warn you! There 
will be grave danger! Are you ready to meet it? 

Charles. Gladly! 

DiBSAEU. I mean — danger of — death — ? 

Chables [Quidly] Yes, sir! 

CiABissA [Looking ai Chables, repeats the word 
with veto horror] Death — ? 

DiSBAEU [To her] Every step of the way — every 
hour of the day — Danger lurking in every seductive 
disguise. When once he is in Egypt, if his errand be 
known, his life will not be worth a moment's purchase. 

Clarissa [Her eyes fixed on Chables) I did n't 
know — I did n't know! 

DiBBAEU [Tenderly ^ratv] Clarissa, my child, do 
you forbid him to go? 

Clarissa. I — I cannot forbid. 

Disraeli. Oh yes, you can. He shall obey you. 
But think a moment. If you foHaid him, and be 
oljeys, and I send that other man — how will you feel? 

Chablgs [Appealing toJUy] Clarissa! 

CiARissA [AJter a struggle with herself] You must 
go! 

DisKAELi AND Chablbs [Together] Ah! 

DiSBAEU. Well done! [Holding out his hands to 
her, as she conies to him] I think I may tell him — may 
I not? — there is a great reward awaiting his return. 
[Clabissa bows her head] 

Charles. It I succeed? 

Disraeli [To Clarissa) Whether he succeed or 
fail, eh P [She bows her head in assent] Good! — Now 
then, [7*0 Chables] When shall you be ready to 
start? [He goes to his chair behind the table and sits] 

Charles [Hastily, coming to the taUe\ I think I 
could start the day after to-morrow. 
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DtSRUiU. Capital! lliat will make the under- 
taking so much more interestiiig. 

Charles [InrnxxnUy] How do you mean, sir? 

DiBKAZLi. Why, your friend Foljambe will have 
lorty-eight hours atart with Ismail. [Takei a Brad' 
thmo outoft}ie drawer of the table and consuita it] 

Chablxb. You mean I shall be too latep 

DffiBAXLi. I am trying to convey that impression. 

Chablxs. Well — to-morrow, then, if it must bel 

DiaitABiJ. That 't betterl — but Foljambe can do 
a great deal in a day. 

Chaslib. Well — ILooHng at Ms watch] — there's 
a night mail to-night at nine. 

DisB&Bu [Ruing and dosing Charles' watek] Nowt 

Chahleb [Beieildered] NowP You don't mean — 1 

DiBBAZLi. I mean in ten minutes. 

Chables. But my luggage — I I sha'n't even 
have a clean collar! 

DisBAEU. Damn your collar! Catch the Dover 
Express at eleven from Charing Cross. You'll be in 
Marseilles to-morrow morning, and in Cairo a day 
ahead of Foljambe — a day ahead! 

Chables [Striking the table] By Jove, III do it! 

Disraeli [Striking the table harder] Of course you 
will I Now children, say good-bye to each other. 
I'U write your instructions. [He makes as iS to write; 
he looks at the lovers, gels up and exit] 

Charles [Coming quickly to Clabissa] Clarissa — 
did you hear what Mr. Disraeli said Just now — the 
hope he held out of a rewardP 

C1.ABIBSA. If he had not said it, I should have. 

Chables [Taking her hands in Ms] The reward 
will be mine if I succeed? 

Clabissa. Or if you fdl. 
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f^'f-"^ Chuissat Do you lOve me, thenf 

Clabibsa. I love ytm. 

Crabi<K8^ Ah) What conrage you give mef 

Ci^BtBfiA. I shall need counige, tool If iuiTtfaing 
b^tpen* to youk it wilt hate been my doing. 

Chabaes. H aaythfaig good happetts to me, or I 
do anything good, that will have bees your doing. 

CbunsA. CLaHes, is that true? 

CmAttam. To» know it ist ^ve a't yoti cbn^^ 
ma afaautr^ Y^** ^ftid I had mode giant strides. Who 
but you urged me on? 

Cbiarasjh. Aad the Btrosger you grow, the weaker 
I become. 
, CBABfiztt [Cbapinff her to khi] No, nol 

CuxsraA [Ltolang up into hit face tmth har heai on 
Ms thovlder] Ob, but I like it! 

Cham.iw \Wiik pUt^vl reproof A we^ ago you 
did n't love me. 

GiAAiasA, That wasn't you. That was the man 
who "adumbrated." 

CaASLin [Winding] Dtm'tl 

Clabisba. It's auch a beautiM Wfrd! iTiMe'a 
only one word more beautiful. 

Chables. WhatP 

Clakissa. [Eam^tly] Hope! 

[DiBKAELi enlert with an envelope co^iaining writ- 
ten inslructiotta, money and a green !*'peT] 

Disraeli. Time's upt 

Chables. Beady, sir! 

Disraeli. Here is aU you need — moneo- instruc- 
tions and \Di3playing the green paper] a cod« *ev tele- 
grama. I keep the duplicate. Now be aSfl \Aa 
Charles funu to Clarissa] No, no— I Depar'i'rea 
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should be sudden. {He takes Cqables' aim and Uada 
him to door R.] Good luck! 

Cbables. Good-bye I 

CiiABiesA [Through Jter lamv~hrtaely] Good luckl 

ChablB3 [Wating to her] Good-byel 

[Exit Charles] 

DiBKABU. Good luck! [Standi at door looking 
afier Mm] Ab — t [Ba ivrrta to CliXKasA} Nswl 

Clabibaa {ZKsonuo^abi^I What am I -to do? What 
axa I to do? 

DluuBU [Thmking it over] Come for a drive. 

Ci.AltiBaA. Ohl You are beartleasl — How Icng 
will it be befcve we hear from him? 

]>iesAEU. Three weeks. 

C'AaiasA. How am I to wait? 

IteBABLi. How am / to wait? 

Clabksa. Yeu! You don't love him. 

Dkoaeli. No? — Then why <lid I send him? — 
Listen. You shall comf to Hughendeo Mid we^ 
mail b^etiter. 

Cti4tw«*4- But JJtree weeksl It's impMsiMel 

DuKAEU [)F«tft a nidden idea] Do as I mean to. 

ChiMMOSA iEastr^] What? 

DisBABu. Come lato the country and feed-peaeoeka. 

Clabissa [With great diagiist] Peacocksl 

Dbueaxu [Linking hie orat in here and leading her 
out ra^^dly] Very noble and intelligent ^i^da, I assure 
ypu. 
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DraRAEu'a tludy. A eosy oak-pan^kd room mtk 
large French vnndoio in the centre looking out on a bright 
garden. It is a lummer'a morning. In the ■panel* 
running around the top (if the scene there are a series <4 
tied engnmnft of statesmen. Over the mantdpiece are 
some siUumettea, also a convex mirror. There ia a sqfa 
down R., a large Jender vrilh a seat running around 
the fireplaee. Around the walie are book-^tases all buiU 
into the scene and filled with books. The light in the 
room it sqft and subdued; outside it is briUiant. One 
door L., another up stage R., and to the lift <^ that door 
is a cupboard. 

[When the curtain rises, Disbasu, wearing an old 
black hat, an old broum velvet coat, carrying a garden 
spade, and uxaring old boots, is seen standing in the vnn- 
dow throwing some teed to the peacocks, wMch are supposed 
to be off stage] 

DiaHABU [Coming down, laughing] Well — they are 
intelligent birds. 

[PoTTin heard laughing off stage, comes to French 
windows from R.] 
PoTTiB. Hey, maater, wlieer be going with that 

Disraeli. Bless my aoull 
PoTTKB. And them dirty bootsi 
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DisRABU [Ootn; up to FoTTEB ottd j^hff Ufli tks 
spade] Splendid mining's work, eh. Potter? 

PoTTEB. Don't blame me if you've caught your 
death. 

Disraeli [QeUing ahoea md qf cupboard] Why? 

PoTTEB. 'T is well knowed you ought to be id your 
bed. 

DisBAEU [Ban^fiTig ku oid hat in the cuj^toard and 
taHng otd kit skoet] WhyP I 'm not ill. 

PoTTEB. Yes, you are. Mortal bad you are. Sez 

DrsRABM [Amiued] Ohl Where? [He tits and 
changes his shoes. He throws the old ones out in the 
centre qf thejioor] 

PoTTEB. Last night's Globe. I read it wi' my own 
eyea, 

DiSBABu. A highly respectable sheet What does 
it say? 

PoTTEB. Saya Doctor Williams hev a-bin seed 
going in and out here; and fears you're weny unwell. 
[ReniettibeTingl An' that be true too — for Doctor 
Williams, he just drove by here an' left this bottle o' 
stuff for 'ee, air. [Otving him a bottle ctf medicine] 

DisBAELi. Ob,for Lady Beaconsfield. — Very good of 
them to be so anxious. Doctor Williams has been here 
twice, to see Lady Beaconsfield, who had a fainting fit; 
and Uiat's all. [Be places the bottle on the mantelpieee] 

PoTTEB. lliemLoiidoiinewspapersl 

[Enter Babcot A., with a tray, on tehick is a smalt 
(x^ee pot, etc. An expression qf dismay passes 
over his face as he notices the old boots on the floor. 
Be looks hopelessly at Dibraeu, and goes on to 
the upper end qf the taUe] 
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Dmrmiu. km my eofTee! {Sits B. ta the foM**. 
Pleasanilt)] Geod-morningi'Mr. Baacot. 

Cabcot {^VoCiemy Di^iaeli'b rwof wUh horror] GooH 
morning, sir I 

Disraeli. Is your Mntresa atirrmg? 

BftficOT. I i>die¥e so, «r. {Pieh up boolt and 
takes them to the cujAoard] 

DtBitA-Biii. And Lady ClarissKf 

B ASCOT. Vea, sir. 

Pqtmw {PuMrtJMj eff\ Here ♦» PoBtmim Flouts. 
[Bascot taiea DisaAEU's black eehet coat wit qf the 
mepbMrd\ 

DissnEU. Qood! 

Bascot [Holding up the coal] May I respectfully 
suggest — ' yoiw -coat, mtP 

Disraeli. Oh, but this is so comfortable! 

'Dmscot [Wttk a dtsereef emtf/k] PeBtmui lilooks is 
coming, sir. 

Dbrkbli '[)SmS«] Quite r^t, Mr. Saseot — aiust 
ke^ -up ^>peBraDces. {Fkkkb fismw en at iocit/ram 

m] 

'Plooss. Oood'moming, Mr. DisrtK^. 

DtRRAHU. £eod miKiung. Mr. floc^ — Heavy 
tbBj^this «aon^g? 

'l<^i3oKs. Net-so heavy as usnal, ^bie soonting, sir. 

DiffitABu. Ttiatik goodness! (BAseor take» the bag 
from ^{.OOKH and hands U to 1>>isba£IJ, kHo goet back to 
the table, urdocht ^iag and takes «mt the tetters] Thank 
you, Mr. Pas<^ot. Wife pretty well, Mr. Flooks? 
. PLOOK8. Pretty middlin', sir. Glad -to see you're 
about «o earty! Heard you was poorfy, sir! 

■PoTTEK [Attke window] Then] 

BiSTumj. ^Phat, you too? 

FuJoxa. Village was main upset about It, sir. 
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TheaJtMi [Sorting the kOeri] Give the vflUge my 
love, and say I'm quite well, and Lady Beaconsfield 
fa quite wdl, and the swans are quite well, — and the 
peacocks are extraordinarily well — eh, Potter? 
PffFraai [&ri0y] Ay, drat 'emi 
FbOOKa. Thank you, sir. Good morning, sir. 

[Exit] 
DiSRAiiLi [Bavding Bascot »ome letters] Lady Bea- 
oonsfidd — Lady Pevensey. 
iBABcCn. Ilniak you, sir. [Exit R.] 

[Disraeli rips hia cqffee and desvUiorily examines 
kia letters] 

Potter [Appears at the window with two damaged 
mu^bwav in --Me 'Hands; he sighs heavily and comes in\ 
What her ladyship 11 say, when she sees this, I don't 
know. 

OiSMiSU [Seadiitg] Sees'whAt? 

Potter. Why, these 'ere sunflowers she set such 
More by. 

Dicounj [BtiU reading] What 's the matter with 

Potter. Buination's the matter. Peacocks is the 

mattol 

Disraeli [Turning raund\ Peacocks, againl 
Potter. 'T is peacocks ^ the timet 

[Etiter CiiABissA R.\ 

DifiRACLi. Ah, 'good morning, my dear — You 
come in the nick of time. Here is Potter scolding me 
on account of the poOr'pCftcocks. 

Potter. Moruin', your Ladyship. What I sez is, 

what's the use o'me'snd them Iftds toHin' and moilin' 

fit to bnst to 4£eep the place respeMiible, when they , 

7» 
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great u^y beastes is allowed to come squawUn' all 
over the place — [Tunu to ffo] 

C1.ABISSA. [Lavgking] We all have our troubles, 
Mr. Potter. 

PoTTBB [Turning back quicMy] Maybe so; but 
they don't eat sunflowers — ugly toadsl [Exit] 

CiABissA [Eagerly; aUvditig to i!w letters] Anynews? 

Disraeli. Not yet. 

Ci-iBiaaA. Not yetl Not yetl Not yet! — It 
should have come days agol Should n't it? Should n't 
it? — 

DisaABU. W^ — 

Clabissa. And every day, the cry has beoi, "Not 
yet!" 

DiBKAiiu. Bemember the task he has. Bememb^ 
the difficulties. 

Clarissa. And the dangers! 

Disraeli. No, not Forget the dangera! Have 
you breakfasted? 

Clarissa. Breakfastedl — Aa if I could breakfast! 
As soon as eight o'clock strikes I want to be here, 
to see the telegraph boy come. I want to watch your 
face as you read the message. 

DisRABm [Wlnmsically] Are you so deeply in 
love? 

Ci>ARisaA. Unspeakably! 

DisRASiJ [Drity] Ah! I believe abaoice is a great 
element of charm. 

Clarissa. Oh — you — I Tdl me the news will 
be good! Tdl me sol 

Disraeli. I hope it wiO be good. 

Clarissa. No, no! 

DisBABu. I am sure it will be good. 

Clabibsa. Ahl that's better. You know, it's quite 
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dreadful to be so deeply in love aa I am — OLt I sup- 
pose that's a horrid thing to aay. I 'm sure Mamma 
would think it horrid. 

DiSRABiJ. I 'm sure Charles would think it was n't. 

Claiussa. The point of view does make a difier- 
ence, does n't it? 

Disraeli. Enonnoust But why is it so dreadful 
to be in loveP 

Clabissa. It's disastrous. It takes all the con- 
ceit out of one; I used to think I was rather clever, 
and now I don't. I used to think — OhI was n't I a 
wretch? — I was cleverer than Chariest But now — 
now, I see that, however clever a woman is, a man — 

DiSRAEU. H'mt 

Clabibsa. No, I do nof mean Charles — 1 can do 
all sorts of things a woman can't. 

DiBBAEsu. Ot course he can. He can whistle. 

Clabissa. Oh, so can II 

DiBBAXU. He can swearl 

Clabissa. So can II 

DiaBABu [Shacked\ Not 

Clarissa. I do — ■ ofteni But I could no more 
have gone to Cairo alone and faced Ismail — 

DiSBAELi. I 'm quite sure poor Ismail would have 
collapsed at once, if you had. — By Jove, why did n't 
I think of that? 

Clabissa. But I 'U tell you what I leoitld do. If I 
knew Charles were in danger, I would go out alone 
and save him somehow; and if I knew he were ill, I 
would go out and nurse him, and bring him home. 

Disraeli [Coming to her and taking her face in kis 

handa\ And that is what very few men would do, my 

doar; and so you can think well of yourself again* 
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But now, t«l] me — our little secret— ^ [BetHibeatde 
ler] 

Clarissa. About Mrs. TraversF 

DiBitAEU. Yes. Have you kept wWt you know 
of that admirable lady to yourself? 

Clakissa. Yea. 

DiaSABLi. Have n't ev«n told MaomiaP 

Clarissa [With mock sdemnity] Parole d'honneurl 

DisRAEU. Good! Have you beard from her? 

CiARiBaA. Not a sound. She is keeping very 
quiet. 

DiaRAELi [Peiuu^] Yes. I don't like people 
who keep quiet. 

Clarissa. Surely she can't do Charles any mischief? 

DiBRAEU. No. But should Charles have f^ed — 

Clarissa [Indigwintly] He has n't failed! 

DiBRAEU. Of course he hasn't. But skotM he 
have fMled, she might do a great deal of mischief to 
the scheme. 

Clarissa [SHU more indignant] Do you mean to 
say you will still carry out your scheme if Charles — ? 

Disraeli [Laying his hand on hers] My dear — I 
Do you tbu^ the British Empire will collapse when I 
do? No! Charles and I are only oiling the wheels. 
But' it's my duty to see that no dust gets into them, 
and so I have persuaded Mrs. Travers to come here — 

Clarissa [Anuaed] Here — ! 

Disraeli. And help you feed the peacocks. 

Clarissa. HereP — WTiyP 

DiSRABu. I want to have that ravishing creature 
where I can see her. [Rises] 

Clarissa. But how did you persuade her? 

DiMtAELi. When the telegram from Chafles failed 
b>-«ome, I threw out hints he had succeeded. She ia 
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perUilDg to know tlw trutlk She leapt at 1^7^ 
Beaconsfield's invitation. She is coming here to-day. 

Ct.abibba [Laughing] What a pity Hughendeahas 
no dungeon! 

DiSBABU. No, the garden ia better. I couldn't 
see her in a dungeon. 

[Enter Ladt Bbaconbfikld R. She u rather pale 
and frail looking. She brings an opea letter. 
CiiABiesA risa] 

Ladt BBACONapiELD. Good morning, Dizayl 

DiSR&SLi [Tenderly] Mary, my dear! Maw you 
had a good night? 

Ladt BkaconsfibiiD. (H couise I have, Diizy. 
Slept like a top. 

DiBBAEU. Sure? 

Ladt Beaconsfibld. Now, Clariua, listen to him 1 
He doubts everybody's word. He doubts mine) 

DisBASu. I never can believe anything you say 
about yourself, Mary. [To Clabibsa, taking Ladt 
BEAcoNBFiELn's right hand] Do you know what this 
foolish woman did a little while ago? She drove to 
the House of Commons with me one night nhen I had 
to make a very important speech. The footman 
slammed the carriage door and crushed her finger in 
it.— 

CLabissa [WUk a ery] Oh! 

DiSBAEu. Yes! This poor finger. And because 
she knew how distressed I should be, ^e never utbered 
a- sound, but bore the agony unflinchingly — and I 
knew nothing about it till I got home. [Kiuea the 
finger] 

CLABiasA. Oh, how wonderful! 

Ladt Bbaconsfield [Coming over to Choaaaai 



,11 by Google 



DISRAELI 

Nonsense! Wait till ybu 're married, my dear. You II 
be doing just as wonderful things all tlie time, and 
thinking just aa little of them. 

DiaBABu. Well, if you've spoken the truth, you 
shall have your morning's offering. [He goes into the 

Ladt Beaconsfield [Quict:!^! Clarissa! Never al- 
lude to my health before Dinzyl Promise! It worries 
him; and Heaven knows he has worries enough, 
without that. 

CLABisaA. Oh, but is anj^hing the matter? 

Ladt Bbaconsfield. Nothing — nothing to make 
a fuss about. Doctor Williams says I must be very 
careful. I am. So that's all right. Now, mind! 
Not a word to Dizzy 1 

Clabissa. The crushed finger againP 

Lady Bilvconsfibld. Yes! Gladly, every day 
for his sake! , 

[Re-enier Disraeu from, the garden, with a roae] 

Disraeli. The last rose of Summer. [Handing it 

to LadT BBACONSriBLD) 

Ladt Bbaconsfield. Thank you, Dizzy. [Kita] 
Nob, you must attend to business. 

^^-LABieaA goea to the mndaw and meets Potter, who 

gives her flowers. She comes back to the mani^ 

piece and OTTaages them in vases] 

Lapt Beaconbpield [AUttding to the letter she had 

brauaht} Lady Frobert asks us to dine on Thursday 

week. 

Disawiw. Lady Probert? That 's rather amus- 
ing! Sir Michael denounces me and thunders against 
me, and — asks me to dinner I 
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Ladt Beaconsfield. Shall I decline? 

DiSBAEu. Are you strong enough to go? 

Ladt Beaconstield. You absurd man! I am 
strong enough to go anywhere. You are trying to 
make me out an old woman. Why, the Proberts' 
country place ia only just outside our gates; it's not a 
three minutes' drive. 

DiSRAEU. Then make friends with the Mammon 
of unrighteousness, and accept. 

[Enter Bascot L., bearing a tdegram on a so/ew] 

Bahcot. Telegram, sir! 

Clabissa {Jum-ping down ojf the ^mAer seal on lekiek 
she has been standing lo reach Vie vases] OhI 

DiSBAEu. Thank you. [Pause, while Babcot take* 
atod^ the bredl^aat tray and exit] 

Clabissa [Impatienily] Open it! Open it! Open itl 

DisRAEU [Opening the envelope] Mary — just look 
after that silly child, while I read this telegram from 
my tailor. 

[He reads the tekgram deHberaidy, while the two 
wom^n watch kim tntenUy. Hie face Hghis up 
with joy] 

DiSBAELi. Ah — ! 

CiABissA [Breaking avmyfrom Ladt Beacoksfield] 
For pity's sake! 

DiSBAELi [Smiling] It is from Cairo. 

CLAKiasA. What does he say? [Disraeli hands her 
the teleifram,] [Reading] "The celery is ripe to cut," 

[Disraeli laughingly opens the drawer of his wriiing 
table and takes out a green paper code, like the 
one he gave Chables in Act II] 
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Ladt Beaconsfibld [Take* telegram from Cluubsa 
and reads] "The celery is ripe to cut." Well! I 
must say, I hardly think he need have gone to the 
eicpense of — 

CiABissA [Realiting that »( u a code meatage, snatches 
the telegram from Ladt Beaconsfield aiid turns to 
DiaRAEu) What does it mean? 

DiBHAKU [Rising] A great deal more than it 
aays. Look! 

CiARiseA. What's tiiatP 

Disraeli. A copy of the code I gave him. Look!. 
[The two women come doee to Aim] "The celery is 
ripe to cut." The parallel sentence: "The Suez 
Canal purchase b completed and the cheque accepted." 

Ladt Beacoxsfield. Dizzy! 

DisBABu [With immeme joy] Yesl 

Ci-ABiBaA. He has succeeded? 

DiBRABU. Superbly! 

CL.ASISSA [Breaking inio si^\ Oh, thank God! 
Thank God! [Sinks on sqfa] 

Lady Beaconsheld. Clarissal 

DiSRAEU. Let her cry, my dear; it's worth it. 

Lady Bbacohsfield [To Dibbaesu] How glad you 
must be! 

Disraeli. Glad? For now that other dream of 
miue will be realised. 

Lady Beaconsfieui. What dream? 

Disraeli [Insj>ired[ To make my aovereign Em- 
press of India! 

Lady Beaconsfield [Hushed] Empress of India! 

DiSRAEU. It sounds well, eh, Mary? — Mary, 
you shall be my messenger when the time is ripe. 
You, Lady Beaconsfield, shall carry the news to our 
beloved Queen. And you shall be there, and you 
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sball be proud, when I stand up to umouoce the new 
title to Her Majesty's faithful Commons! 

Ladt Be4C0N8field [If wywKyl YesI — Dizzy — 
how soon will that be? 

DisRAEU. OhI some time must elapse, {AUudittf 
to the tdegram, which helays, with the code, on the writing 
table, placing a paper weight on tk»m] This must be 
formally, ratified. Popular feeling must be created; 
the Party educated. 

Laqt Braconsfield [More vns^tiUy; sadly, bvt with 
a smile] Make haste, Dizzy. 

Disraeli [Lavghing] You impatient womani 

CLABiesA [Reoovenng] Will Charles come back 

DiSHAEU. Another impatient woman! — [Attend- 
ing to tdegram] I must tel«^raph this to Meyera. 

[SiiHng Awwi R. qf ia6fe| 

Lady Beaconsfield. YesI — 

DissAEij [Writing] He made it possible. — An- 
other Jew, Mary! — There'll be a peerage for him. 
How furious poor old Probert will be! [lUads] "Hugh 
Meyers, London Wall. The Suez Camd purchase is 
completed, and the cheque accepted." 

Ci^RiadA [Coming, to him impalienU}/] You have 
not answered my question. Will Charles come home 
soon? 

DisBAELi {Turning to her] Yes! with tnunpets 
blowing, drums beating, flags flying — I 

Clarissa. Oh! I don't care anything about that! 

Disraeli. And wedding hells ringing — 1 

Lady BEAcoNsnELD [At the window, looking off] A 
station cab! Can that be Mrs. Travera? 

DiBRAELt [Svddenly arrested. Rising with the tele- 
gram he has been wriiing in hie hand] Mrs. Travers? 
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We can't have Mrs, Travers here nowl She'd worm 
this out of us in five minutes. She'd see it on all our 

Lad7 Beaconsfield [Langkini/] Oh, Dizzy I You 
made me invite herl 

Disraeli. Get rid of her. Send her awayl Kill 
herl 

[Enter Bascot, L., with a card on saher] 

Ladt Beaconsfield. Dizzy! 

Disraeli. Both of you. Set your vita to work. 
Tell her — tell her I 'm very ill — very ill indeed ! 
[He reads the card\ [EixUedty] Hugh Meyers! It's 
Hugh Meyers! — Show him in at once! 

[Exit Babcot L.] 

Disraeli. That 'a splendid! la it poasible he Las 
heard the newsP 

Clarissa. Can Charles have cabled to him? 

Disraeli. No! These financiers know everything 
by a aort of inatioct. If he 'a come to tell us don't 
spoil his effect; don't tell him. I'll spring it on him. 
[Flourisking the telegram and then ■facing it on the table] 
[Babcott enters door L. Enter Meyebs. He is 
obviotuly in great mental diiireat] 
Good morning, Mr. Meyers. Delighted to aee you! — 

Lady Beaconsfield. How do you do, Mr. Meyers 
— Lady Pevensey — 

Meters [Bowing to one and the o(fier] Good morn- 
ing — er — good morning. 

Disraeli. What happy wind — ? 

Meters. Can I have s few minutes in private 
with you, air? 

Disraeli. Oh — these ladies are — 
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Metebs. Forgive me, if I insist. 

DiSRAEU [Struck by tna manner] Why — of course ^ 
Mary — 7 [Goes to door R. and openi it] 

Ladt Beaconsfield. You wilt stay to lunch? 

Meters. I am sorry that is imposaible. Thank 
you verj' much. 

Ladt Beaconsfield [AUo ttruck by his manneT\ 
Come, ClarissB. 

[Exeunt Ladt Beaconsfield and Clakibsa] 

DiBBAELi [Ueartily; coming over towards toMe L. and 
picking up the telegram far an inslartt] Mr, Meyers, I 
was just about to send you a telegram — 

Meyers [Not to be turned from his subject] One 
moment, air. I want you to hear me first. What I 
have come to say — 

Disraeli [Putting dovm Ike telegram, earning over 
and Ux>king at Aim keenly] Oh? [QuieUy] Well, sit 
down — ait down. [Metbhs drops mechanically on 
the sofa. Disraeli brings a chair from behind the sofa 
and sits beside him] 

Disraeli [GenUy] Well? 

Meyers. I don't know how to tell you. It's so 
much harder than I expected — 

Disraeli [Genily] Well — Tell me — Tell me. 

Meyers. I — I — Mr. Disraeli — I am bankrupt. 

DiSRAEU. What? — I did n't catch — 

KIeters. My house is bankrupt. 

Disraeli [Sturenerf] Bankrupt — Mejere bankrupt — ! 
Are you mad? 

Meyers. I wish to God I were! 

Disraeli. You mean you arc temporarily pressed 
— you are in temporary difficulties — 

Msyebs. I mean we are bankrupt. 
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DtSBAEU. But — but! OhI the thing is imposaible! 

itnttfrni It is th« truth. 

Disraeli. But how? — A house like yours — an 
historioai firm? Wliy, you might aa well say the Bank 
of !&)^and — 

Metkbs. So I should have thought -^ 

DiMiAELi' [Rinng and standing over him. With an 
mdburd tf rage] Why, what have you been doir^? — 
what^ 

Meters. Stop! Stopt — It's not our fault — 

DiBOASOA IMattering kimsdf] Well! Explain^ lam 
waiting — 

Mbtebs. First, the ship — with the bullion — 
tfom the Argentine — 

DiBRAEU. YesP 

Mbyebs. Gone down. 

Dkbabu. Wrecked? 

Meters. ScvUUdl 

DiSRAEU. You mean — ? 

Meters. I mean purposely and criminally sunk — 
all the crew saved — a conspiracy ! -— It will take 
weeks — months — to get the insurance. And that is 
not all — 

Disraeli. What else? 

Metbhs. For a long time — ever since our inter- 
view in Downing Street — rumours affecting my credit 
have been spread abroad — and now — this mysterious 
wreck. I am being pressed — 

Disraeli [Beginning to see the working qf Mrs. 
Travers and Bvsfia] I see — I see — 

Meters. Some enormous power has been al work 

in the dark. My liabilities have been bought up — 

[DissABLi gives a fierce exclamation — "Akt"] Ah! be 

aa angry as you like. You are justified. I have'been 

90 
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you in the light of a common cheat! 

Disraeli [Coming slowly to kiw. and offering hia hand[ 
'Mr. Meyers, I know you, sir. {Meyebs akaies kit 
hand, but eannot tpeak] 

DiBKAEU [MoHering kimte^ Tell me — you say 
some power is behind, active in this. Wbran do you 
mean? 

Meyebs [PtdUnff kimsalf togttket] I don't know. 
They have acted through an agent -— 

DisHABiJ. 'Wdl! Who is that? 

MXyebr. Samuel Lewin. 

Di^iUBU. The great solicitor? 

Mbtebs. Yes. 

DtSBj^Li. Does anybody else know? 

MtrrtiBS. Ndt 'a living soul. [Disraxli Tnatti 
atDoy townTtU (oWe X.J I have come to you first, because 
of course we camiot cbrry out the Canal contract. 
Thank Heavttn lam in time! Thank Heaven that has 
not gone through! 

[Disraeli pich up Ike tdegramhe teas about to send 
'Mktkbs and kolda it out to him. Metbss takes 
it, looking inquiringly at Disbaeu; read» ii,'and 
■then itands horroT-stricken] 
Meters. Good Clod I 
[Disraeli ^tn^ into chair R. of table. A pause] 

Disraeli. When will it be known, Meyers? When 
will it be known? 

Mbvers [Voioelees] To-n^ht. To-morrow morning. 

Disraeli [Breaking out] By the Lord it shall noti 

Get back to town! ^in^kly! G^tto your office. Stay 

«1 
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tlierel StayOieret I must know you are there I Don't 
budge if I keep you there all night. 

Metehs. But — I 

DisBAEu. And don't breathe a wordi Don't let 
anyone else. Don't give the slightest hint of anything 
unusual. Treat the wreck lightly. Watch your 
words; watch your looks. Something may happen. 
Something shall happen! 

Metebs [With a touch of htrpe] What, sir? — what? 

DiSBAELi. God knowsl — God knows! [Meters 
trie* to »ay good-bge. Disbaeli cuU kirn short] Yes, 
yes. [METEita exit L.] 

Dishaeli. [Remains near the table daxed. He goes up 
to the window and takes a deep draught qf air; then un- 
steadily makes his way to door R., which he opens, and 
caUs] Mary! — Mary! [He leaves the door and got* 
slowly down to the table] 

[Enter Ladt Beaconseieu)] 

Ladt BBAcorfsrtELD. Yes, dear? 

DiBKAELt. Shut the door, Mary. 

Ladt BEACONaFiELD [Does so, then comes down to 
him anxioTtsly] What is it? 

DisBAEHj. Maiy, you have stood by me in many 
horrible predicaments. I am in the worst I was 

Ladt Bbaconsfield. Diazyt — Meyers? 

DiBBAEU. Meyers is bankrupt! 

Ladt Beaconbfiexd [QuUe simjiyl Does that mean 
we are poor? 

Disraeli. No, no! [Crying out in despair] OhI If 
that were aU! 

IiADT Bcaconbfield. Then — ? 
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DisBAEU. Meyers waa finding tlie money for the 

Lady Beaconsfizld. Ah — I 

DisRAEU. W^tt — Deeford haa handed in the 
cheque — now Meyers has failed — and we cannot pay. 

Lady Bbaconbitelo. And you? — 

DiSBAELi lArtMxed\ I — 7 

Lady Beaconsfield [Simply] Yea, dear. I want 
to know how thia will affect you. 

Disraeli. What does that matter? 

Lady Beaconsfieijj. It 's all that matters to me. 

DisKAEu. I haven't thought of it. What will 
happen to me? Disgrace utter and irretrievable — 
the kind of disgrace no man can bear — no man can 
live tlirough. 

Lady Bsaconsfield [Gently putting her hand on Wi 
arm] Dizzy I 

DiBSABU. Yeal By Heavens I will bear itl I '11 
face the nation. I'll bear it — alonel 

Lady Beaconsfield [Laying her hand on hia arm 
tenderly] Not alone, dear. 

DiSRAEu [BreaJcing down, he ainkt into chair R. qf 
table and buries kit head in her ami] Thank God for 
you, Mary! Thank God for youl 

Lady Beaconsfield [Weeping, but mastering her- 
self] Have you done anything, yet? 

Disraeli [Helplesaly] So soon? What could I do? 

Lady Beaconsfield [With assumed cheeriness] 
Should n't we go up to town? 

DiBBAELi. I can't. I dare not. I cannot move 
secretly. The Prime Minister cannot stir without 
setting the whole world agog. The papers have said 
I am ill. If I were seen in Downing Street now, in 
the recess, when I am supposed to be ill, every news- 
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paper m'tite'w«T!d would grow hysterical. It's hor- 
rible, Mary. I am tied, hand and foot. 
lErder £abcot £.] 

Bascot [Announcing] Mre, Travera. 

DisKABLi [Almost vnUi -a shout, and tea-ping to his 
feet] What? 

Bascot. 'Mts. 'TraverBiin a station cab, sir. 

Ladt BeaconsfieiA [HrtTriedlj/] I'll get rid of her! 

Disraeli ITaming on her] Get rid of herP — Mr. 
Badeot, B^ h^ to wait, and show her la when I ringl 
[Exit Bascot X.] 

Ladt Biia<!ONSF1eld. Surdy you 11 not receive her 

DisRAEU. Yes! And keep her hoel Keep her 
tere! 

Lady Beaconspield. Why? 

DiBRA'EEi. 'She muat stay here. She must not be 
allowed out of our sight! If she gets the slightest 
hint that 1 am making any movement — [He goes 
qaiekly to the cupboard, takes off his coat, and puts on 
a -dressing gown, which he takes out (ff the cupboard] 

Ladt Bsacone^eld [Atumeil Dizzy! — What b 
this play-acting? 

BiBRABLi [C'rtm^j/] I am ill. Very ill. The papers 
say I 'm ill. She shall see the sickest man she ever 
saw in h6r life! 

\EnteT Clabibsa A.] 

GuuUs&A {Eagerfy] Mrs. IVavers is here! Shall 
I send her awtty? 

DisRABU. No, no, no! (fee* to beU-ymUl Chain 
her — [Rings] hand and foot! [He aits on the s(^a] 

C'AHiSBA {Avtonished] But, Bfr. Disraeli — ! 
94 
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DisBABU. HushI I'm ill. [SwMerUp ka eye retU 
m the medvnne botUe and tmaU glass on ike marUdpiece; 
he places the taHe beside the sc^a, takes down the bottle and 
glass, puis them on it; then tkrotcs kimself on the sc^a[ 
I am very illl 

{Eitter Mrs. Tiuvcbs, L. She is more ravishing 
than ever] 

Mbs. TbA-Vebs [Comes forward gvshingly to Ladi 
Beaconsfibld] Ah — ! Dear Lady Beaconsfield — 

Ladt Beaconsfibld [Puta her finger to her lips] 
Sh— ! 

Mrs. Tkavebs [Seeing Dibraeu; hushed\ Oh! — 
I'm so sorryl I heard Mr. Disraeli was ill. I did not 
knon whether to come or not. I am quite sure you 
cannot want me — [Moees as ij to vnthdraw\ 

DisHAELi [In a weak voice] Is that Airs. Travers, 
Mary? 

Ladt Beaconsfield. Yes, dear I 

Disraeli [Feebly] Oh, ho — ho — ho — ho — hoi 

Mrs. Tbavbrs. I had.no idea you were so ill. I 
won't stay a moment — 

Disraeli [Rising a little and holding out a vxak and 
mmering hand la Aer) Sweet Mrs. Travers! So good 
of you. I'm very weak — very weak. 

Mrs. Travers [PiOs her lace scarf on the table and 
comes oEer to him taking his hand in a great show cf sym- 
pathy] I'm so sorry. What is the matter? 

DiSRAEU. Well, I'm — I'm very weak. But very 
glad to see you. So bright! So young! So — How 
is your husband? 

Mrs. Travehs [Behind stfa, holding his kand\ How 
good of you to aski — He's at Marienbad. 

DisoAELi. Aad you've come to see the sick man. 
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la n't it good of her, Mary? — Do sit down! — there — 
where I can see you! [Ittdieatei chair R. qf table. 
Clabissa atanding behind the chair qfferi it to her] 

Mrs. 'fRAVEBS [Tuma to Clarissa, takes her handa 
and lUa in char] Sweet Clarissa — I More beautiful 
everyday! — I saw the dear Duchess — your mother 
— yesterday. She is so very anxious about Lord 
Deeford. He's abroad, bn't he? Egypt, or some- 
where? [Clarissa ttervously Irtrm to Dibrablt, w/io 
noda kis head to her] 

Clabissa. Yes, he is abroad. 

Disraeli. Yes, he is in Egypt. [Clarissa aitd 
Ladt Beaconsfield exchange a glance qf twprise] 

Mrs. Tratebs. I do hope he 'a not too venturesome. 
Cairo is such a dreadful place. Those Orientals, you 
know, one caa never trust them — 

Disraeli. No! 

Mbs. Travers. So aly! 

Disraeli. Terrible I 

Mbs. Tbavbbs. So deceitful! 

DisBAELi. Ah! [Clabibsa goea to Ladt Beacons- 
field) Dear, sympathetic creature — ia n't ahe sym- 
pathetic, Mary? But don't be iineasy. We have just 
heard from Deeford. [Laea down utterly exhavaied] 

Mas. Travers [With difficulty tuppresaing her 
ciinosit~j] Lideed? 

DisBAELi [In the voice qf a dying man] Mary, is n't 
it time for my beef tea? 

[This is almost too muck for Ladt Beaconsfibld 
and Clarissa, wfio haee the greatest difficulty in 
keeping their countenances] 

Mbs. Tbatebs. You say you have heard? 
Disraeli [Seeming to hatie forgotten her existence] Oh, 
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Mrs. Travers — from Deeford? Yes, we bad a tele- 
gram. Where is that telegram? Help me up, Mary. 
[Ladt Beaconspield ?ielps kim] Ahl — There, on 
the table. Read it for yourself, Mrs. Travers. [Mbs. 
Travers picks it up and reads the Ulegram. Disraeli 
faces the mirror over the fireplacel [Looking into the 
mirror] Hcavcnst How pale I am! [Clarissa comes 
to C, -uxOching Mita. Travers] 

Mrs. Travers [Beading] "The celery is ripe to 
cut." — How odd! 

Ci<ari8Sa. Yes. 

Disraeli {hxleing into mirror] Why odd? 

Mrs. Travers [Smiling and putting down the tele- 
gram] That anyone should cable all the way from 
Egypt about celery. [Her eyes Jail on the green code 
and seeing that apparently no one is matching, she 
gradually draws U Unoard her, and crumples it into her 
han^ 

Disraeli [Wtdeking her in the mirror] Oh, you 
know he's engaged in a very interesting agricultural 
experiment. You remember the discussion we were 
having at Glastonbury Towers on this very subject. 

Mrs. Tsavebs [Crumpling ike code into her hand] 
Oh yes! — Glastonbury Towers! Such a delightful 
party! And all dispersed. Lord Deeford in Egypt — 
poor Mr. Disraeli very ill — Sir Michael Probert out of 

Disraeli [With a start, which he suppresses] Pro- 
bert! 

Mrs. Tbavers [Rising and slipping the code into 
the gUme of her right hand. Astonished] I beg your 
pardon? [She holes about for a loay of escape, to read 
the code] 

Disraeli [Blandly] A twinge. I am so much 
P7 
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obliged to you. I have been trying to remember his 
name all the morning. Of course, Probert. 

Mbs. Tbaviibs [Looking towards the tn'rujoio] OhI 
— Is that one of the famous peacocks? [Qoet up 
towarda window] 

Ladt Beaconsfield [iTdeTcejiiHg her near uindott\ 
Dizzy 's very proud of them, and of the swans. 

Mbs. Teuvers. I've heard so much about them. 
May I go and look at themP [Lady Beaconsfield 
takes her right arm, ajid gerUl}/ tmdeatoura to detain 
her] 

DiBHAELi [SignaUing to Clabibsa, who eomea down 
to him quicklp] She has the codel Don't let ber read 
it yet. Follow her! Stick to herl [Clabissa pow up 
to Mas. Travbrs, taking her l^t arm] 

Clarissa. I'll show you their bouses. {She lakea 
charge of Mrs. Travers artd leAda her ovt] 

Mrs. Travers [Vicitxusly] Oh, don't trouble — 

DiBRA&u [To Lady Beaconbfield hurriedly crow 
ing to table, talcing out a sheet qf paper and writing] 
Mary, I want you to fetch Probert at once. 

Ladt Bbaconsfibld [Gmng towards bdl-puU down 
R.] I'll order the carriage! 

Disraeli [Writing] Wait! Is Mrs. Travers' cab 
still there? 

Ladt Bbaconbfibld. I'll see. [Goes to windmc and 
looks off to L.] Yes, dear. [Comes down to table above 
Disraeli] 

Disraeli. Well, take that. 

Ladt Beaconsfield. Oh! — but if he refuses to 
come I 

Disraeli [Stiil wrUing] Say it's a matter of life 
und death. 

IjAdy Beaconsfield. But — Mrs. Travers — ? 
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DisRAXLi. I'll look after her. Mary, take Clariasa 
with you. I want that woman alone! [Finuking 
writing and looking at ■pa'per\ That must be signed — 
that must be signed. 

I [Mbb. Trav£B8 and Clabissa are heard retuming 
from the garden; Dibraeli ipiiekly goes to the tofa 
and aita. Re-enter Mbs. TBAVEiia and Clabissa 
from, the garden. Clarissa Aa« ItTiked her right 
arm in Mrs. Travebs' l^t; obvioualp never having 
let go. Mrs. Tbavers somewhat irriiated dis- 
engages herself fratn Clarissa as they came 
into the room] 
Mrs. Travers [SnappisMy] They are beautiful t 
[To Lady B£:AcONsfiELD] And so lame! [Clarissa 
exchanges a glance wUh Disraeli and shakes her head 
negatively to show that poor Mrs. Travers has had no 
chance to read the code] 

DiSRABLi. So glad you like theml llndieating 
settee] Come and sit down. 

Mrs. Travers [Fidgety and monnn as ^ to go] I 
ought really to be going — 

Disraeli. No, no! Sit down. Lady Beaconsfield 
and Clarissa have to go and meet the specialist. [Clar- 
issa, puaded, is about to speak, but Ladt Beacoks- 
FiELD motions her to silence] 

I^DT Beaconsfield. Come, Clarissa. [To Mrs. 

Travers) We shall only be gone a very few minutes. 

[Exeunt Clarissa JaiUowed by Ladt Beaconsfield L.\ 

Mrs. Travers. A specitdistP Are you so ill? 

DiSRAEu. Yes; but he'll cure me. He'll cure me. 

Now you must stay and nurse the poor sick Qtan. 

Mrs. Travers. I 'm so dreadfully sorry, but — 
[Disraeli takes iter right hand, and draws her doviti] 
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DiBBAiiii. No, no! You must stay till they come 

Mrs. Tkavbbs. Indeed no! My cab U waiting. 
{Sitting dovm beside kim] 

DiSRABLi. No. I Ve sent that away. 

Mbs. Tbavbbs [A trifie ijidignaid] ReaUy — I 

DiBRABLi. Ah, don't be angry — [Fondling her 
Aand] The dainty hand — 

Mbb. Tea vers [Smiling, bvi not quite »ure qf her$ejfl 

DiBRAEu [Toying with U] The supple fingers — so 
long and thin — so exquisitely shaped — 
Mrs. Travers [Protesting coquettiehly] Mr. Dia- 

DiBRABLi. So quick to grasp things — unconsidered 
trifles — scraps of paper! 

Mrs. Travers [Frightened\ Let me go! You are 
hurting! 

DisBAELi [Holding her tight] In such a hurry to get 
away from the poor sick man — to get away — and 
read — [He takes the code out qf her glove and holds it up] 
the code? 

Mrs. Travers [Facing him, at bay] Well? What 
of it? 

Disraeli. Ah, that 's better. That 's how I re- 
member you, 

Mas. Travers, Remember me? 

Disraeli. Yea. When we met at the Towers — 
so curious — I remembered you, but I could n't place 
you. I connected you with something blue and 
white — 

Mrs. Travers [With fear in her eyee, bid a tough on 
her lips] Milk and water? 

Disraeli. No I Snow and water. Mont Blanc 
100 
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Bad tile Lake of Geneva. {Maa. Tbatbbs ttarU] 
Geneva in the sixties. Russian refugees and their 
English sympathisers. A man called Luznley, and his 
ravishing — shall I say — wife? [She lookt at Aim 
guieHy] No — Comrade was their word. Charmmg 
relationahip. That delightful couple — so good to 
the unhappy exiles I But people are cruel. They 
said kind Mr. Lumley and his lovely — comrade — 
were agents, — decoys in Russian pay, engaged in 
worming out the secrets of the refugees, — in tempting 
them back to Russia — to Siberia — to death. [Mas. 
Tbavebs' face hae aswwmed an expreiawm qf horror at 
the memory qf the past, A stifled cry escapes her tips, 
hit she recovers herse^ and smilingly turns to Disraeli] 

Msa. Tbavebs. And pray what has all this to do 
with meP 

DiBBABU. Ah, what indeed? You, the friend of 
Duchesses — ! ofDukea — I Good Mr. Lumley and his 
charming comrade were driven out of Geneva by the 
slanderers; and where do you think I saw him next? 
in Downing Street. He had changed his name to 
Foljambe. I was so very sorry for tiim I gave him 
work. But you did better. You gave him instruc- 
tions to hurry to Trieste. [With the ring on kis finger, 
he rape on the table, reminding her qf her signal to Fol- 
jambe in Act 77] Now do I remember you, dear Mrs. 
Lumley-Travers-F<djambe — 

Mrs. Traverb [CcUvdy] And — what next? 

Disraeli- Admiration. Profound admiration, till 
this moment. To-day you have disappointed me. 
[Holding vp the code] Why steal this? Weak; very weak. 
You had only to ask me, and I would have told you. 
"The celery is ripe to cut" means "The Suez Canal 
Purchase is comfdeted and the cheque accepted." 
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Poor dear Lumley-Polju mbe has had all that tire- 
some journey for nothinfr. 

Mas. TWvrais [Lofuglang iTiumi^ian&y\ I congratu- 
late you. Your apple-heed boy has blundered into 

DiBBAEU. That 's all any of us do. 

Mbs. Tratebs. Into a succesa that will cost you 
dear. 

Disraeli \Weariiy\ That 'a the sort of thing Glad- 
stone will say. 

Mrs. Teuvurs [THumj^nUy] It 's what the world 
will say when it knows Meyers is bankrupt. 

DiBSABLi [Pretendirm amazemerd] When it knows 

Mbs. Travebb [Leaning oner him, and repeoHng it 
sweeUy hut vfitk fiendiak delight] Meyers is bankrupt — 
bankrupt — bankrupt — 

DisiiAELi [Weakly] Mrs. Travis — I am very ill 
— don't — don't jest with me. 

Mrs. Tbavebs. Meyers is bankrupt — and his 
cheque waste paper. 

Disraeli IRising at ^ daned] V/ait — wait — Let 
me gather my wits — Ah, it 's easy enough for you 
to say so, but why should I believe you? [SinJcing on 
sc^a again] 

Mrs. Tbatebs. B^^Mjse it was my invention. You 
thought to eircumvvnt me with your apple-faced boy? 
What do you say now? [Rising avd snapping her 
fingert at Aim j)A* goes down L.] 

DiBBABU. You can't expect me to say much. I — 
i w a child in your hands. 

[Enter Ladt BBAcONsnEU), Snt Michael Fro- 
BBBT and Clarissa £.] 
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Fbobbbt. Now, Mr. Diaraeli, I am very soiry to 
hear you are ill. [Pkobiibt comet to Dibraiili, and 
shakes hands loUh him. Ladt Beaconsfield and 
C1.ABISSA cross and tit on the fender-seat] 

DisHABU [Rising] I am so much better. Sts. 
Travers' stimulating company -~ 

Mes. Tkatebb. Sir Michael ProbertP 

Peobekt [Seeing her] How do yon do? 

Mbs. Tkavbbs. But he 's not — 1 

DiBKAEU [TaHng qff his dreaaiTtg gown and thtowing 
it on sofa] A specialistP Oh yes, he is! 

FooBERT [Surfrised\ What '3 going on? If you 
are not ill why have you sent lor me? 

DiBBASU. Sit down, Piobert. I want to tell you 
a little story. [To Mbb. Travbbs, who starts to go] 
No, don't go, Mrs. Travers; this will interest you. [She 
sits L.qf t(AU] 

Pbobbrt [WUh growing suspicion] I repeat. Why 
have you sent for me? 

DiBBAiu. I tdd you I might send for you. 

Pbobert. When? What do you mean? 

DisBAEU. When we had that delightful interview 
at Glastonbury Towers. 

Probert. Ha! I thought as much. Your hare- 
br^ed scheme. Moses has failed you and you 
had to give it up. Well, it 's no use appealing 

DiSRAEU. Moaes has not failed me. I have carried 
the scheme through. 

Pbobert. What? Do you mean to tell me you 
have purchased the Suez Canal? 

DiBBABU. The power and the glory of my country 
were at stake. I had to act quickly and I had to act 
on my own responsibility. 
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Fbobbbt [Slemlp] Then let me tdl you, ur, you 
bave committed a crime. 

DiHSAEU. As Faiti&meat was not sitting to vote 
tlie money I had to seek it dsewhere. Five million 
sterling. You refused. 

Fbobebt. I did and I am proud of it. 

Disraeli. So I went to the wealthiest private finn 
— to Hugh Meyers. 

Fbobebt. Hat A Jewl 

Disraeli. Meyers not being & Party-man but a 
Patriot, saw the greatness of the idea and stood by me. 
I sent Deeford to Ismail. Spies had got wind of what 
I was doing and Russia knew; so Deefoid had to go 
in a hurry: — araeeforauEmpirel He has succeeded! 
Understand me. I put the matter quite simply. Dee- 
ford has bought the Canal and has paid for it with 
Meyers' cheque drawn on the Bank oF England. 
IPfiOBEBT atarta] Wait! Meanwhile Russia has been 
at work by the intermediary [Bmm to Mrs. Travers] 
of one of the most fascinating women of my acquaint- 
ance. — Meyers is bankrupt. 

Fbobebt. What? 

DiSRAEU. Russia has ruined him. 

pROBERT. Mr. DisraeU, I warned you of this. I 
foresaw it. Your high-handed action has landed you , 
just where I said it would. You must get out of it as 
best you can. It is no use appealing to me. [Ruing] 

Disraeli. [No? Then I will not appeal. I will 
command I 

Fbobebt. What! 

Dibraeu [Ooing to the table] You will sign this note 
giving Meyers unhmited credit. 

Fbobert. I? Are you mad? 

Dibbaeu. I was never so sane in my life. Meyers' 
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posiiion is saved if be can gain time. The Bank of 
England must give him unlimited credit, to-day. Now ! 

Pbobebt. You don't know what you are saying. 
You don't know to whom you are speaking. I refuse! 
[MoBenmU to go] 

DiSRABLi [ttdereeptinp him] You can't! 

FooBEiBT. I refuse emphatically. You have mis- 
taken your mao. I am an Englj uhnyt n; the head of 
a great national institution. I am not to be ordered 
about by an — by an alien Jew. [L&dy Beaconsfield 
rise»] 

DisBAELt [Calmly] Ah, but the alien Jew happens 
to be the better citizen; moreover, he happens to be 
Prime Minister. 

Pbobebt. Do you threaten meP 

DiasAEu. Yes, if you force me to. 

Pbobebt. Empty threats! 

DiBHAEU. Do you think soP You say the Bank is 
a national institution. What becomes of that title 
if it refuses to save the nation? — What becomes of 
you? 

Pbobebt. Mr. Disraeli — ! 

Disraeli. When it b known that the lack of 
patriotism of one man has placed our country in the 
position of a person who is trying to pass a fraudulmt 
cheque; exposed the nation to the ridicule of the world; 
lost the Canal; lost India; baffled England; beaten her, 
disgraced her, dragged her through the mud, what 
becomes of the Bank? 

PitOBEBT [ViolsTt^] You cannot touch the Bank! 

DiBSAELi. I '11 smash the Bank! [Mrs. Tbavers 
ajid CiARtssA ru«I Parliament granted the Ilank its 
charter; Parliament can withdraw it 
GoodGodl 
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Ddiraeu. And shaU withdraw it at my bidding! 
Your board of directors will be iwept away; your 
shareholders bankrupt, the Bank ruined and you dis- 
graced. I am Prime Minister! I can do this, and if 
you don't sign, by God, t mUl [Pointing imperioutlj/ 
to the paper] Now! 

Pbobebt {After some hetitation, crottes to llie taHe and 

tigng] There, take your paper. I have signed it. 

I 've signed it to save the Bank. [He staggers to the 

door. Just as he is going ] It is outrageous that a 

man like you should have such power! [ExU] 

[DisRABu comes to the table and hands Mss. 

TsAYiXS her lace aeatf. She takes it and sUndy 

goes to the door L.; then, turning, she smiles at Mm, 

nods her head pleasanUy, and exit. Disbaeli 

comes to the centre with the paper] 

Clabibsa [Coming to him toitk joyous enihusiatm] 
Oh, Mr. Disraeli, thank God you have sudi power! 

Disraeli [WkimsicaUy] I haven't, dear child; but 
be does n't know that. 
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Scene — In. Downing Street 

The HaU qf Reception. A great room teen at an 
angk. Down t^t is the Enirajux (4 Honour: great 
folding doors opening outward. Opposite, on the right, 
ie a similar door. The rear toaU goes diagonally up 
right, and consists qf taU arched vnndows divid^ by 
pilasters qf coloured marble. The vAndows are hung 
with scarlfit silk curtains with gold fringes and gold ropes. 
Above the windows are giU festoons qf cupids, fiowera, etc. 
The right wait consists of aimiiar pUaatere, but betuieen 
them are life-tise, fvU4ength portraits of Queen Victoria 
and Prince Albert. At the fop, on the right, an open 
arohway leads qff. That also is hung with scarlet our- 
tains. The ceiling is elaborately painted in fresco. 
From the caUng hangs a great chandelier wiih many 
candles, and candelabra are fixed on the walls. The floor 
is qf highly polished parquetry, but a narrow scarlet carpet 
is spread from one qf the great doors to the other. The 
general ej^ect of the room is scarlet and white and gold. 
There are chairs and settees with scarlet upholstery 
around the walls. A Mmg-hand is playing waUses by 
Strauss and Oungl in the inner chamber on the right. The 
room is crowded with a brilliant throng. Diptomats; 
English and foreign naval and military qffUers; exotio 
personages; Indian Rajahs; Turks; Uie Chinese Am- 
bassador with his suite; many ladies; all are in fvU uni- 
form or in Court dress. The men blase with orders; the 
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women _ wifA diamondt. The poiedered menservanU are 
in gdLaUBery. AU the people tee know, with the exception 
cf LjU>y Bqaconbfield, are present. AU move about; 
riream in and out through the arch at the back. There 
it the hubbub of animated talk and laughter. 

[Scrape qf eoneeriaHon emerge from the general ta&] 

Thx Dcke ot GLASTtwBirRT. What a day tHa lias 
been for Dizzy! Bit, Belinda? 

DvcBsaa. It is all very astotushii^. 

DuKD. They say the Queen is delighted with her 
new title — Empress of India! 

DucHXSS. If she were n't pleased, she would n't be 
coming to-night. 

DuKB. And how Disraeh swayed the House just 
now, when he announced the new title! 

DncHzaa. Ah! He 's a great man. 

Duke. What? You've come round to that; have 
you? 

DuCBEss. I never denied his greatness, [Anxiously] 
Any news of Lady Beaconsfield? 

Drxx. I've heard nothing — Daren't ask Dizzy. 

Sib Michael Frobebt [MeOing MuTEBa; shaking 
hands, patnminngly] Well, Meyers? On your legs 
again? 

Metbbs [Modest as ever] Thanks to you. Sir 
Michael. 

Probebt. Yes, yes; great patriotic idea, you know. 
Dizzy and I talked it over, long before you came into it. 

IdiiTKBa [Simply] So he told me. 

Fbobebt. Oh, yes! And the Banlc, as a great 
patriotic institution, could n't let it drop. 

Meters [With a twiniie] How fortunate you saw 
it in that light! 

1(« 
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Pbobbbt [Impervuna to irony] OhI Glad to help 
you I Glad to help you I [Metsbs turru to Clabisba] 

Meters. Ah, Lady Clarisaal [GreeUnts] So Vis- 
count Deeford has come home? 

Clarissa. Yea; butthinkof it! — I have not been 
allowed to see him yett 

Meters. ToobadI Too bad! Why not? 

Clarissa. Why, he arrived only half an hour ago, 
and he had t« come straight t« Downing Street. 

Mbtebs. Naturally. 
[LoRR Brooke and Lord Cudworth are taUcing 
logdher; Ladt Brooke and Ladt Cddworth 
come down an either nde] 

Ladt Brooke and Ladt Cudworth [Together] Is 
it true the Queen 's coming here to-night? 

Lord Bbookb and Lobd Cudworth [Together] 
Don't know, I 'm sure. [They turn up itage] 

Ladt Brooke. Don't you wish our husbands had 
more conversation? 

Ladt Cudworth. They have bo Uttle to say, that 
the less they talk about it, the better. [They go up 
laughing] 

Meters [To Clarissa] They say Lady Beacons- 
field is ill — 

Clarissa. Mr. Meyers, I am dreadfully anxious — 

Meters. Why? Is she seriously ill? 

Clarissa. I dou't know; I don't know. And I 
daren't ask Mr. DisraeU. Her absence to-night is 
such a horrible disappointment for him. 

Prorert [Joining them and booming genially] It's 

nothing to be frightened about. I have — ah — special 

information. Doctor Williams. Saw him a few days 

t^o. Nothing unusual. Fainting fits. 
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[The characters have wandered up lowardi the en« 
trance R. about wMeh they are now gathered, look- 
ing ciff expeetanUy. Disrabli t» approaching 
and a» they jail back to make way for htm aeoeral 
are heard taying: "Ma. Dibraeli it aiming,' 
— Ahl — Mb. DiaKAELi — Dizzy," efe., etc.] 

Phobbht [LooHng tomardt R. eatrarux] AliI War> 
wick, the King-maker! 

Meters [Quietly] Better than that. Benjamin 
Disraeli — tie Jew — Empress-maker. 

\At this moment Disraeu comet in tknmnh the 
arch ai the back. He it in Court dreaa, with all hit 
ordert. He is a little greyer than b^ore. He walks 
with hie hands behind his back, his head slightly 
bent, as if oblivious of kU surroundings. The 
crowd make way for him. He comes to centre] 

Duchess [Going up to kirn gushingly] Dear Mr. 
Disraeli — 

DiBKA£U [W^h a low bow] Duchess — charmed — 
charmed — [He tries to pass on] 

DucHBSS. So very sorry dearest Lady Beacons- 
field cannot be here to-night I 

DiBBAKU. So is she — and so am I ^ so am I. 

[The DuEH and Clabibsa exchange glances and 
endeavour to attract the Ddchesb's attention] 



But I 'm sure it is only a passing in- 
disposition. 

DiBBAELi. I trust so. I tTust SO. [He turns away, 
and meets Cr.ABiB8A, wfto comes quickly to him.. In a tone 
of deep affection] Dear child. 

CiuiBissA [Quietly, anrioiisly] How is she, really? 
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ThsRAELi. Don't ask me! I cannot trust myself 
to speak. I am horribly anxious. Doctor Williams 
reassured me, or I should not be here — not even to 
meet the Empress of India. 

[Tke curtaim qf the arch R. are drawn apart 
and eight Footmesi, preceded by Babcot who 
heart a wand and minions the people atide, croat 
attd gooat Ihrotigh the Entrance qf Honour. There 
i* a load bwa of convertaOan, which grows stronger 
at the FoOTUEN ditappear, and the peo^ begin to 
move idmvt again. PretenUy the Duke, Fbobebt 
and Clabissa notice that Dibraeli u speaking; 
they signal silence to the others and the conversation 
gradyaUy stAsides. Disbabu bowa hie head in 
thanks and begins again] 

DiSBAEU [Quietly, but in a voice that arrests attention, 
to that presently all the people in the room are listening 
and dose in on either side of him] Her Majesty is 
on her way — Before she arrives, I want to thank 
the men who have so splendidly stood at my side and 
made our enterprise successful. First, there is Mr. 
Hugh Meyers — 

Several Voices [Calling] Mr. Meyers! Mr. Mey- 
ers! \i/tETEss comes SorwardmodesUy from, beMnd\ 

DiaKAEu [Taking hit hand\ — concerning whose 
services I cannot speak too highly. — Next there is Sir 
Michael Probert. At a moment of grave crisb he 
came to my aid, agwnst his — may I call them — 
prejudices. [PrUett from. Sm Michael) Mr. Meyers 
— Sir Michael Probert, it is my privilege to inform 
you, that in recognition of your patriotic action, your 
sovereign has bestowed a peerage on each of you. 
»11 
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[AppUttae: the etowd mmei atBay[, 
DiBBABU: LAst]}<:, [B^m^ed oOmfion}! You irill be 
glad to know that dv young fHeud, who carried- 
through tiie dlGBcult and delicat« negotiations witk such 
consummate tact — I' refer to Ghailea, Viacount Dee- 
ford — anivediin'Landjim>half an hour ago. 
[Baacot erdert R.\ 
Bascot [^nnouaoM] Viscount De^ord. 
[CHjmUB mttert R. BisBAXiiT grasps kit hand. 
Mvmwi qf approval' and admiration from the 
enrwd. Tki Dcchhss crossej to Ci-abihsa] ' 
I^aaABLi. Deeford — Her Majesty dewea to con- 
fer the ribbon of the Bath upon you with bcF own 
hands. 

[ApfioMae] 

[DiS&AELT preaenb him- to €labibsa, then gtar^ 
{done, hH in thoughl. The crowd breakt into talk. 
Sib MtCHA^L Probert and' Hugh Meters are 
avrronnded' dycongratvldtingfriendg. The DuxB 
and MBYFsa- join him] 
[Clabissa and Chables stand wUh Honda gripped, 
gaxing at each other] 
CiiABiBflA [VoiceUss] Charles — I 
Chables. Dear — I Oh, hang all these peoplel 
Claussa. Oh, why did n't you come earUerf 
Chablss. I had to see Diezy and get into this rig. 

[The DtrcHBSB oomM up] 
DtJCRKss. Dear Charles! — I am so very ^adl 
[Greeting from Lady Cudwosth and Last Bbooke, 
who come down on each aide qf kim] 
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htm Cmmoaai. Oh, tow brown 70U aict' 
LiUJT Bbookh.. Quite a different manl 

9. The same man, but F ve seen 



{Disuzu t> tt^eutff to the DnKz. Mb. Tmjaax 
anttn- L. and bringt Mm-- a ttiefram. Disruuu 
payr no attention, until the Dukd poinit to the 
teUgram. Dead silence. Etmybod]/ wddiet wHk 
inteme interett] 

CmsiMS. Can't we get away sgmewhere v^ere we 
can talk? 

ClabisBjI [To Chablzb, in a tokuper] Look — I 

Gkwles {Stirprited] A telegram! Heref 

€LAfiiaaA. Itmustbeveryui^ent. I 

CfUBua. Why? 

Glubiboa. Hush! Lady Beaconsfield haa been very 
iUl 

Chabiab. So Dizzy told me. But you don't 
mean you' fear — 7 

CLABiasA [Htiahedl It may be news of her death! 

Chablbb. Good God! 

Clabissa. WatchI Watch! 

phBRAXLi Aof taken Ike tdegram, and ttands rigid, 
neA daring to open it. The Dukb hat moved 
away from him, ao that he ttandt alone. There i» 
a buret qf merry mime from the inner room. A 
thiver paeses over Disraeli. At Iftu momenl there 
ia a movement in the group at the back, R. Ladt 
Bi^coNSFiELD enlert slowly in Court dreai and 
CTOvmed with a diamond tiara, and oomst down 
tomtrda Disbaeli, viho haa hit back to her. The 
crowd are about to exdaim, but, with a tmile, the 
1» 
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nuHont them to tilenee. She comei to Disbabu 
and lay» her hand on kit arm. He thvddert 
and tunu toteardt her. He ttara ai her blanMy, 
not trutting hit aentee] 

Ladt BSACONsmxD [Very tenderly] Diszyl 
Dmraej [Htuhed\ M&ryl — I did n't know — 
Last BEACONatrELD [Smiling] The doctor sent 
you a telegram, dear. 

[A mUitaTy band qff l^t, eraihei otd "God Sme 
the Queen." The crowd exdaim "Ah!" — "The 
QtuenI" and line up. The great doori on tiie 
L. are thrown open. A row qf Footubn it teen 
drawn up outside, bearing lighted canddabra, and 
there it a great Uase qf light. Dibeaeli drawe 
himtdS up. Be givet Lady Beaconbfield hit 
right hand, andthep go out tlowly to meet the Queen. 
The Duke and Duckeat come next, Chablbb and 
Claribsa Jdlaw, and the others /aU into line, at 
DiBBAEU and Ladt Beaconsfield begin to mote 
towards the EtOranee qf Honour] 
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